



DON'T LET SEX RUIN 
YOUR MARRIAGE 
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I looked in my mirror and what did I see... 
a face as lovely and fair as could be. Skin 
so soft and smooth and clear... The 


brightest, most glowing complexion of any 


Ww ... far or near. 

. voman f 
And suddenly I knew that it wasn’t a dream. 
That reflection in the mirror was actually me. 
I had the beautiful skin I had always desired. 


hi This was the new... the different... 
eee the fascinating me! 


you, too, dream of a _ bright, Cream at once with the absolute 
ling, lovelier you... I'll tell assurance that your money will be 


lS, 





the secret to my magnificent refunded if you are not satisfied 


sformation. It’s called Bleach with this lovelier you. 2 
a ee 


Glow cream. A wonderful new pellet ei 





plexion cream that is the an- New Bleach and Glow (J 
to all your dreams. 
cream is the most amazing cream 


i i G 
hard to believe—but in 10 won- available today. It not only clears, | XEASELESS CREA 
7 3.5% AMMONIATED MERC 


7 : ig ¢ ‘} ant - oki = rv 
ful days of using Bleach and lightens, and brightens your skin Reed Enclosed Directions Folde? 
: Glow i Carefully Betore Using 


NTAINS 


cream, I shed my drab. un- wonderful new Bleach and 








actually does away with ugly black- LONG Ai 1% O23 NET WT aiputurs 


n, uninteresting — almost COMPANY MEMPHIS, TENN.—DIST 
sened — skin, for the gleaming, heads, pimples . . . helps close up 


enlarged pores... brings you finer, 





eshing complexion you see here. 


more satin-smooth skin. Order 
! 
Bleach and Glow is so easy to Bleach and Glow cream now! CLIP THIS COUPON NOW! 


All I do is apply it at night Long-Aid pay a —— 
P. O. Box 5, Memphis, Tenn. 


re I go to bed. Or use it as a ; FREE OFFER Please send me wonderful new Bleach 
an iow Cream: 


le foundation cream before I ith Piflentie ~ =o 2g a 
i x BSe wi our cash order! enclose $1.00, includes Fed. a 
ut at night. It’s really terrific! y all shipping charges. Send My FREE 
; = : PERFUME, Charmelle No. 5 by Hubere. 
Sete goth id () Send C.O.D. I will pay postman, $1.50 
acon of delicate, al- (You save 50c when you send $1.00 cas 
i os f eucere, « with coupon-and-you get FREE PER- 
uring French-type FUME.) 
perfume—Charmelle (No C.O.D.'s outside Continental U.S.) 


f No.5 by Hubere. NAME 
ha aceinati 7 she > , 727-4 nd . 
he fascinating change you see. Order now—supply 
e haste! Order Bleach and Glow limited! 


not try Bleach and Glow cream 
t away. Discover a new, lovelier 
lexion for yourself. Be charmed 
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Make 2, Your oe Gets A Benefit a 


This unique program will help make it possible for your 
Church, or any of your Church organizations, to make their 
work more successful. 


By participating in THE EBONY CHURCH PLAN, it is 
possible for your Church to get the money it needs for spe- 
cial projects. Your Church sets the amount. 


THE ONE HUNDRED 
THOUSAND DOLLAR 
EBONY CHURCH 
PLAN 


$500  $50000 $5, 00000 


Set your goal. Choose your project. See the list below for 


suggestions. Have all of your members take part in making 


the project an immediate success. 














WITH THE EBONY CHURCH PLAN 


fur Church, and the various organizations, clubs, societies, and 
ops in your Church can have the Necessary Money to make a suc- 
es of any of the following plans, plus any others that you might 
hink of, 


organ Fund Fund For Donations To The Sick 
For Conference Delegates Fund For Men's Program 
For Sunday School Literature Fund For Missionary Program 
For Choir Robes Workshop Fund 

Fund For Women's Work 

Refreshment Fund For Teas, Etc. 


Bible School Fund 
er Fund 
For Young People's Work —— Bulletin And Newspaper 
For New Song Books Building Fund 


fad For Donations To The Needy Fund For Miscellaneous Activities 


The EBONY CHURCH PLAN Is A Cooperative Program Of 
EBONY Magazine, And The Churches Of America. 





MAIL THIS COUPON NOW FOR FREE INFORMATION 


THE MAILING OF THIS COUPON CAN BE THE BEGINNING 
OF A NEW ERA OF ACHIEVEMENT FOR YOUR CHURCH 
IN CARRYING FORWARD YOUR PROGRAM OF CHRIS- 
TIAN SERVICE. 


The EBONY CHURCH PLAN 1-658 
1820 South Michigan Avenue + Chicago 16, Illinois 





Your Name 


Name of Your Pastor 
Pastor’s Address................Ci 
Do You hold a Church Office 


Name of your office 
= oe oe oe oe ee ee ee oe ee ee ee es es ee es es es ee ee ee es es es 
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You never had it so 


COOL 


Remember those miserable summer days 

when the mercury reached boiling 
point and everyone took off for the 
nearest beach? Everyone but you, that is! 
On ‘‘certain’’ days, you'd be ——a away 
with your monthly problems, chafed and 
irritated by those horrid pads and belts. 


But that’s all over and past. Now that 
u've changed to Tampax, nothing can 
st op you from enjoying the cool freedom 
the beach! You can wear the sleekest 
paleo play beauty on the beach or 
in the sea—and no one can know your 
secret! 
There's nothing like the cool con- 
venience of Tampax® internal sanitary 
protection. It’s invisible and unfelt when 
in place. There are no pads to chafe, bind 
or bulge. Odor can’t possibly form. And 
you never have disposal or carrying 
t roblems. 
You can take off for the beach when- 
ever you like! Tampax means “‘good-by” 
problem days! Convenient to buy 
elaisones drug products are sold. In 
Regular, Super or Junior absorbencies 
to suit individual needs. Tampax Incor- 
porated, Palmer, Massachusetts. 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women. 
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“THE 
EDITOR 


WANTS COVER COVERED 


I have been reading your magazine for quite 

a few years and I think it is very nice. How- 

ever, | have one complaint. I think you should 

give a little more information on the models 

used on your covers, such as their ambitions 
and hobbies. 

La Verne Branch 

The Bronx, N. Y. 


SATISFIED READERS 


I certainly hope you'll have more stories like 
“We Couldn’t Hide Our Love.” It was won- 
derful. I happen to be a white girl in love with 
a colored boy. His race is one reason why | 
do love him. He loves me more than any white 
boy ever could because he can’t take my color 
for granted, and I love him more than I would 
ever love any white boy because he loves me 
so much more. Look at it from this point of 
view! We whites can’t help being white!!! 
Yes, I would love to be colored. I think it’s a 
great race but like us, I see that you too have 
people who don’t want to understand. 

Ena Green 
Durham, N. C. 


I’m deeply in love with TAN. I am a house- 
wife and don’t get out too much with a family 
to take care of. But I always find time to read 
TAN magazine. I usually learn a lot from it. 
You have so many stories and ideas, even ideas 
about raising kids. In the November issue | 
enjoyed reading about Nat King Cole and 
Elvis Presley very much, and I feel as though 
I know them now. 

Mrs. Ernestine Palmer 


Pacific Grove, Calif. 


COLOR A PROBLEM 


We really enjoy reading TAN magazine 
top to bottom—but there is one matter we 
would like to talk about. We are not Negroes, 
we are Mexican and Jews, and we along with 
the other readers would like to know why your 
magazine doesn’t ever carry the beautiful pic- 
tures of the dark-skinned girls. As one reader 
stated, you always have the light-skinned ones 
on the cover and they are supposed to be too 
good looking for words. We are 20, 21 and 
22 years of age. 

Carl Mechhello 
Rickey Welch 
Don Butus 
Birmingham, Ala. 


HOME SERVICE REAL SERVICE 


Pd like to offer a word of thanks for TAN’s 
lome Service section. Yours is the only maga- 
aine I can find on the Negro market that offers 
something for the homemaker in any large 
sage. I’ve tried many of your suggestions, 
with excellent results. 
Gail Hendricks 
Ft. Worth, Texas 








THE PHONE NEVER STOPS RINGING for girls 
with bright, clear complexions 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NaADINOLA! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 

Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NapDINoLA Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN 


FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- The original Nadinola 
oily. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 
lessens shine at the cosmetic oits to relieve 





same time. 7Sc and $1.25 dryness. 75c and $1.25 
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TAN magazine and thought the 


i enjoy 
feature on Sam Cooke was very interesting. 
[ also enjoy reading your Pen Pal section. It 
would be nice if other magazines were as 
thoughtful of the lonely. I would like to be a 


Pen Pal. I am 5/74%”, 120 lbs. and 21, with 
medium brown skin, black hair and eyes. My 
hobbies are dancing and bowling, and I also 
njoy music. I would like to hear from fellows 
between 21-28 and I promise to answer all 


(Miss) M. L. Ertha 
8 Blackwood St. 
Boston, Mass. 


| wish to have my name appear in your Pen 
Pal column. I am a very lonely girl away from 
home and don’t have any friends here at all. 
[am 19, 5'64%4”, 135 lbs., light tan complexion, 
with black eyes and hair. Would like to cor- 
respond with young men between 19-25 and 
ilso young women too. My hobbies are read- 
ing, writing, dancing and drawing, also music. 
Will reply to all letters and exchange photos 
if requested. 
(Miss) Fozzie L. Parson 
132 Lexington Ave. 
Brooklyn 21, N. Y. 


[ live in a small town and don’t get to meet 
many girls. I like to write, so I decided to 
write your Pen Pal page. I would like to cor- 
respond with girls from all over the United 
[ am 21, 5’10”, 237 lbs. 

Marcell C. Watson 
Route 2, Box 238 
Brinkley, Ark. 


States 


[ am 24, brown in color, height 5’6”. Like 
classical music and am very interested in Negro 
history. So please, anybody, any place, as long 
is you know something about this history, 
write me. Class, color and creed do 
not make any difference with me. Just write 
and in consequence I shall answer every letter 
Yours respectfully. 

Cleophas Ishmael 

63 Holland Rd. 
Kensington 

London, W. 14, England 


ple ase 


I receive 


| would sincerely thank you if you would be 
so kind as to publish my name and address 
in your Pen Pal section. I will answer all 
letters the same day. I am 19, 5’11” and 150 
lbs. I am colored and will correspond with all, 
no matter race or creed. I prefer girls between 
16-19. I am a regular reader of TAN and 
enjoy it very much. 
William L. Jackson 
905 N. 6th St. 
Fredonia, Kans. 


I have been taking your magazine for a few 








(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


months and I must say I enjoy it. Now I would 
be grateful if you would print my name in 
your Pen Pal column. I am the 22-year-old 
daughter of a mixed marriage. My late father 
was a South African and my mother is white. 
So I am pale olive-skinned with black hair 
and dark brown eyes. My interests are records, 
films and children under 5 years of age. I 
don’t mind who writes so long as they are 
colored. Thanking you in advance. 
Margaret Solomon 
8. Beverley Rd. 
Cheswick 
London W. 4, England 


I am interested in gaining new friends. I 
am light complexioned, 34 years of age, a 
divorcee with children. I am not interested in 
marriage, only finding new friends, male or 
female. Will exchange photos. 

Mrs. Lucile Cook 
656 N. Miro St. 
New Orleans 19, La. 


I would appreciate it if you could find space 
in your Pen Pal page for my letter. I am just 
a plain working girl. I work at a restaurant 
as a salad girl. I am 29, 5/3”, 150 lbs., with 
brown eyes and dark brown skin. I would like 
to correspond with single men and widowers 
30-38. I am very lonely. I will answer all 
letters I receive and will exchange photos. 

Mary Chambers 
1151 Toronto St. 
Columbus 3, Ohio 


[ am a fan of your magazine. I enjoy it very 
much. Will you please put my name in your 
Pen Pals section? I am Negro, 18, 5’3”, 120 
Ibs., with brown hair and eyes. Not bad look- 
ing. I like all sports and music. I will answer 
all letters and will exchange photos, but prefer 
to write boys older than myself. 

Christine Williams 
5h &. Se.,. SE. 
Washington, D. C. 


I would like you to please publish this letter 
in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 years old, a 
11-A student in school. I’m 5’1”, 110 lbs., and 
have brown complexion and dark brown eyes 
and black hair. I play the piano and like to 
skate very much. I would like to correspond 
with boys from 17-20, mainly the ones in the 
Army. But I will gladly answer all letters and 
gladly exchange pictures. 

Jeannie Woodruff 
9919 Pierpont Avenue 
Cleveland 8, Ohio 


We would appreciate it if you could possibly 
print this letter in your magazine. We-are two 
English girls who wish to correspond with Pen 
friends in America or any part of the world. 


Shirley Penrose—5’4”, 18, hobbies are horse. 

back riding, dancing and all music. Rita 

Spicer—5’4”, 22, hobbies are reading, sports 

and records. Will answer all letters and ex. 
change photographs. Both addresses: 

17, South Parade 

Blossom Street 

York, England 


I discovered the Pen Pal section and I would 
like very much to have my letter printed. 
I am 5'2”, 27 years of age. I would like to hear 
from fellows all around the world. Race is no 
problem. Age 27 and over. Sincerely. 

Sandra Wilman 
1514 Melton 
New Orleans, La. 


I am an electrician from British Guiana and 
have been in England for four years. I am 
very lonely, and since I have lots of time, cor- 
respond with some of my friends back home. 
I would also like some Pen Pals in another 
country and I choose the U. S. A. I am a single 
fellow, 25, dark complexion, 160 lbs., 61”. I 
promise to answer all letters (preferably from 
Negroes) and would very much like to ex- 
change pictures. Thank you for your kindness. 

Vernon Garraway 

3, Ormiston Grove 
Shepherds Bush 
London W. 12, England 


I have read many magazines but haven't 
found any as good as TAN. I am lonely and 
would like to receive letters and photos from 
serious-minded girls 20-31. I will send a pic- 
ture of myself in return. I am 31, 5/8”, 160 lbs., 
nice looking. I like all sports. Thank you 
sincerely. 

Matthew Gabriel 
501 W. Johnson 


Kingsville, Texas 


I am a faithful reader of TAN and would 
appreciate it very much if you will add my 
name to your Pen Pal list. I am a member of 
the Jamaica Police Force, age 27, 6’, 195 lbs. 
Would like to correspond with single women 
in the U.S.A. between the ages 25-35. Will 
answer all letters and exchange photographs. 

Vincent C. Chamberlain 
Constabulary Department 
Port Antonio 

Jamaica, B.W.1. 


| would like very much to hear from Pen 
Pals all over the world. I have a heart condi- 
tion and there are times when | am quiie ir 
active. | am 42 years old. I would enjoy 
reading letters and cards from people of all 
ages. My hobbies are reading and collecting 
recipes of American and foreign foods. I will 
answer all letters promptly. 
Mrs. Valerie Crowley 
104 South Jefferson 
Excelsior Springs, Mo. 
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By Eve Lynn 


EAR EVE: 

I am in love with my last boy 
friend, who recently married. He says 
that he does not love his wife. His 
mother and others forced him to marry 
her because she had made plans for the 
wedding, and sent out invitations. 






bul! Eason,” *.” 


He promises to get a divorce in six 
months and marry me as soon as the 
divorce is final. He writes to me as 
often as he used to. 

Should I accept him? 

G.Mc.K. 
Now! Now! G.Mc.K. 

Junior’s tall tale seems a bit thin even 
to these ears. Sounds as if he’s worked 
out a “Marry Now, Play Later” plan 
with you in mind as playmate. 

Suppose he did marry you and Mama 
told him to divorce you, and like the 
obedient son he is, he would. 

Tell Junior to grow up and face his 
responsibility of marriage like a man. 
You should consider yourself lucky. 
Forget Junior, Mama, and bride, they 
make a happy threesome. 


Dear Eve: 

I am very much in love with a man 
and we are planning to get married. 
But recently, he wrote and said he was 
in trouble and demanded me to send 
him some money. This is the second 
time this has happened. He states that 
if I don’t send the money, it will be all 
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Auner Protection. 


over between us. I don’t know what to 
do. Please advise me. 
M.R.A. 
Dear M.R.A. 
Save your money! Either way, you'll 
need it! 


Dear Eve: 

I need help desperately. 1 am deeply 
in love with a married man with seven 
children. We dearly love each other, 
and he has asked me to marry him. He 
promises to divorce his wife, whom he 
doesn’t love at all, and swears that he 
will love me forever and will do any- 
thing in the world for me. I do believe 
that he loves me. Do you suppose he 
will get a divorce and really marry me. 
or should I give him up. I love him so. 
Please advise me. 

M.B.A. 
Dear M.B.A. 

So he doesn’t love his wife, eh? Just 
happened to be around long enough to 
sire seven kids. Accidents don’t just 
happen seven times. Get this man out of 
your life immediately. Book passage for 
him aboard the next rocket to the moon. 


1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are 
safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 
The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
perature, forming a powerful protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will 
not harm delicate tissues. 

2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
were tested in a hospital clinic and found 





for Your most bide 
4 . to be more effective than anything it had 
Wai age probleus ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
° odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disin- 

fectant” odor themselves. 
3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
positories are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
any climate. Your druggist has them in 
boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Tested by doctors... proved in hospital clinics 
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-) 
FREE informative Norforms booklet 
} just mail this coupon to Dept. T-86 


















Please send me the new Norforms 
A NORWICH booklet, in a plain envelope. 
: | =” @rovuct 







Name. 





(pLease print) 
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Street 





Zone, State 











. City. 


Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 
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Reading child care magazine, expectant parents prepare themselves for baby’s arrival. While 
many fathers oppose learning fundamentals of bathing, diapering, feeding and burping their 
young, most nevertheless grow interested after first session in Red Cross or hospital courses. 


What To Do With... 


Is there a new baby coming to your house? Then let your 
sband do something besides beat his chest and brag that it 
will be a boy. Teach him to share the burden of parenthood as well as the joy 












GNANCY is, frankly, the biog- and fearful, stretching suspensefully pen?” The wife of such a man would 





phy of a blob of jelly becoming a 












r of cells, a ballooning sac of tis- 
a kind of parasite stirring busily in 
It is not, however, 


While men 


he physical equipment for preg- 


nan’s womb. 
; : 
a woman’s affair. 


they, nevertheless, are co-authors 
infolding drama, at once hopeful 


over nine months. 

But to many a wife the pregnant hus- 
band is often as much a problem as the 
coming baby and requires equally deli- 
cate handling. There is, for instance, 
that inconsiderate sort of husband who, 
having heard he is expectant, asks re- 
proachfully: “Why did you let it hap- 


be justified to clobber him on top of his 
head so hard he would think he was in 
jail peering through iron bars. The 
bars, of course, wouldn’t be iron. They 
would be his ribs. 

Actually, however, pregnancy need 
not be a small-scale war between the 
sexes. Life, even during nine months of 
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trials and tribulations, can be beautiful. 
That is if the pregnant husband isn’t 
the worrying kind forever asking him- 
self: “Can I afford the baby? Will chil- 
dren take all the fun and freedom out of 
marriage and fill it with worry and 
responsibility ? 
childbirth?” 
While these are legitimate concerns, 
they are the sort which if repressed can 
cause the worrier to harbor unconscious 


Will my wife survive 


resentment and hostility toward the com- 
ing baby. His wife can help prevent him 
from brooding secretly by encouraging 
his participation in her pregnancy. She 
can make him feel he is a part of things 
by urging him to make a crib or play- 
pen for the baby. She can strengthen his 
feeling of togetherness by having him 
accompany her, whenever possible, on 
prenatal visits to the doctor. 

Of course, he may be too lazy for that 
sort of thing. He may, in fact, be the 
type whose wife has spoiled before preg- 
nancy by waiting on him hand and foot. 
Although he previously had been about 


_ as useful around the house as a milking 


stool under a bull, his wife should re- 


hearse him on coming changes in the 


routine by letting him fetch and carry 


‘for her. He can take over the shopping, 


for example, or move heavy furniture 


| around for cleaning. After all, she will 


be carrying quite a load of her own. If 
she breaks him in gently from about the 


"sixth month on, the help she will need 


after her baby arrives will come as pret- 
ty much of a breeze. 

One New York woman went even a 
step further in a systematic program to 
“condition” her husband. Being espe- 


Pregnant Husbands 


cially book-minded, she visited a local 
library, borrowed a half-dozen treatises 
on the delicate art of becoming a father. 
Forgetting that her husband’s literary 
interests did not go much beyond the 
daily sports pages and an occasional 
“girlie” magazine, she hopefully carted 
the books home. For two weeks they 
went unnoticed. Finally, in desperation, 
the enterprising wife began reading one 
of the books to her husband, eventually 
generated enough interest in child birth 
and rearing for him to continue on his 
own. 


Briefing fathers on how to handle newborn, Chicago Hospital nurs- 





















ing instructor is flanked by diapers, pans, other essential items. 
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Going through diaper drill with a life-size doll under a nurse’s 
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sad 
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watchful eye, expectant father completes bathing exercise. 


As for the passionate husband, for- 
ever bubbling over with virility, “down 
boy” is not enough. Because his reason- 
ing powers are somewhat misplaced, his 
wife must somehow get him to see the 
logic of forgoing sexual intercourse 
for the last six weeks of pregnancy and 
the first six after birth. There is no bet- 
ter way to avoid a miscarriage and the 


danger of introducing infection into the 
He may suffer, but he'll 
live. Besides, the rewards are golden. 
That is, if the husband is not indif- 
ferent to child care like one misguided 


birth canal. 
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Net result of all 
father walking 
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his expert schooling finds 
floor with baby while 


mother, exhausted from daily chores, gets 


sleep. 
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Earn $250 and more in spare time 


As a Lucky Heart Cosmetics Representative you call on your 
friends, neighbors, fellow church members. You show them famous 
Lucky Heart, nationally advertised cosmetics. Who could resist 
them in their beautiful, glamorous packages? Orders come to you 
almost automatically. You double your money on most every order. 
You need no experience to earn this pleasant, easy way. We furnish 
everything. That extra cash can come to you every week. 





Enjoy a happy, worry-free life 

With that extra money from Lucky Heart you can pay those nagging 
bills that have been piling up; you can make the down payment on 
a*TV set or refrigerator or even a new car. By becoming a Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics Representative you have extra money for many 
of the joyous things of life that you have denied yourself and your 
family. You join the thousands of men and women all over the 
United States who have proved that the Lucky Heart Way is truly 
the way to a happier, more joyous life. 
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Carrying infant son in his strong arms, proud 
new father seems right at home with baby 
as result of parenthood training program. 


Diapering baby likened to 
layout of baseball diamond 
as incentive to new fathers 


young Chicago newlywed. Perturbed be- 
cause his wife asked him to prepare their 
baby’s formula, he told her indignantly; 
“You have your career and I have 
mine.” 

His wife pointed out that many hus- 
bands are now included in baby care 
courses sponsored by such groups as the 
Red Cross and local hospitals. 

Indeed it is through these courses that 
a husband can learn how to juggle his 
baby safely during bathing, feeding and 
portage, how to be a smooth hand with 
a diaper. While some husbands, at first, 
are nervous as a cat in a roomful of 
rocking chairs, they soon lose their awk- 
ward self-consciousness and take pride 
in their newly acquired skill. Diaper- 
changing, in fact, can be as easy as a 
baseball game, according to avid fan 
and newspaper columnist Lin Holloway. 
Her instructions: “First place the diaper 
in the position of a baseball field with 
you at bat. Fold second base over home 
plate. Place the baby on the pitcher's 
mound, then pin first and third to 
home.” What inevitably happens in the 
end? Says Holloway: “The game gets 
rained out.” 

Yet, when all is said and done, father- 
hood is much more than frustration. It 
is a pleasure and a privilege, too. The 
more enjoyment a husband gets out of 
being pregnant along with his wife, the 
happier he’s going to be as a father, the 
happier she’s going to be as a mother 
and the luckier the baby will be to have 
both parents on his team. | THE END 
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ILLY DANIELS became a sensation 

in show business’ international cir- 
cls as a “visual singer”—a finger- 
popping, high-kicking, body-wiggling 
stylist who is considered more entertain- 
ing to watch perform than to just hear 
sing. People pack the classy supper clubs 
in America, Canada and Europe to see 
Mr. OI’ Black Magic weave his beguiling 
spell over audiences through his patented 
jumping jack antics. Around the nitery 
circuits, it is generally concluded that 
Billy has to be seen to be appreciated. 
Nothing could be more distant from the 
fact as some recent recordings by the 
songster prove. 

On sides released in two Verve LP 
albums, Billy demonstrates that he needs 
no physical capers to sing a song ap- 
pealingly. “You Go To My Head” casts 
hi. in a 12-side set which was paced 
on a jazz kick in nifty arrangements by 
Benny Carter. Billy appears doing his 
regular nightclub act in “The Masculine 
Touch,” a package of 15 numbers 
recorded on location at the world-fa- 


On The Reco 


By James Goodrich 


% 






mous Mocambo on Hollywood’s Sunset | 


Strip. 

For nitery patrons who know Billy’s 
act, his second album may not be as ex- 
citing as watching him cut up on a tune 
onstage. Yet, it is still worth a listen. 
The reason: Billy sounds better on the 
records than he does when doing the 
same numbers in person. He never came 


across sharper. 


In the album, as on the night club 


floor, Billy gets a hefty assist from 
his longtime piano accompanist Benny 
Payne on the vocals. Benny even solos 
on one of the selections—Blue Turning 
Grey Over You, an oldie he offers in 
rousing Fats Waller-like style to lend 
variety to the LP. 

Besides the music, there’s something 
else interesting in the Daniels collation: 
Billy’s humorous asides to the audience 
as he introduces the numbers. You hear 
the audience buzz laughs everytime Billy 


makes a funny crack. (When announc- 
ing the title tune, The Masculine Touch: 
“This is just (Continued on Page 75) 
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BE CONFIDENT 


“s 


You owe it to yourself—to your 
femininity —to be sure of your 
personal cleanliness! 


By douching with “Lysol” 
brand disinfectant, you know you 
can’t offend. ““Lysol’’ stops odor 
at its source. Kills germs that 
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Yet “Lysol” is mild—won't 
harm delicate insides—Assures 
you of personal cleanliness! 


For all these reasons, a douche 
with gentle “Lysol” is far more 
effective than any home-style 
douche, including vinegar! Use 
“Lysol” regularly! am 


For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor- 
approved methods of 
douching, write to: 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
N. J., Dept. 1-658 
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| had always thought that I loved my husband, but now the 


‘trange, irresistible appeal of another man hypnotized me 


(v7 ALTER WAS GREASY WITH ANGER, the perspiration made his face shine, 
YY his eyes flashed fire and the gun in his hand danced nervously. “People are 
damn good,” he said, “you think somebody is your friend and he’s sneaking 
ind with your wife. If I weren’t a man and didn’t know a man can only go as 
1s a woman lets him I’d blow your insides out.” 

arry stood mute, not saying a word. There was nothing he could say. If he had 
ken Walter probably would have shot him. Everybody in the room was holding 

r breath. We had all had too much to drink and anything could happen. 
Say, Larry,” Howard suddenly blurted out, “give me some pipe tobacco.” He 
ked down the hallway a couple of steps. Larry picked up the cue and said 
’ He and Howard went down the hall to the kitchen. Walter jammed the gun 
k into his pocket and flopped down on the couch, cupping his head in his hands. 
hadn’t moved an inch since Walter suddenly appeared in the door where Larry 
| were foolishly, drunkenly and brazenly pecking at each other’s neck with our 


VARRIED... 


o)U} Mm ore) qiale 
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we danced. We were dancing too close. We were holding each other too 
and the pecks we were placing on the neck were hot with passion. We had 
caught cold turkey when Walter wandered, staggering into the room and 
1 us apart. 
ad been one of the nicest parties my club ever gave, but it turned out to be 
point of a nightmare I had been living, for Walter found out about Larry 

that night, and, in the week that followed, I learned the truth about Larry. 
ing away from the party was a sickening, embarrassing experience. Standing 
eft alone while Larry was back in the kitchen and Walter sat with his head 

m the couch, I didn’t know what to do. But for some strange reason I mut- 
omething about “How disgusting!” and went back to the kitchen where 
was. 

nan, haven’t you got any sense at all?” Howard shouted at me when he saw 
the door. “What are you trying to do, make that man kill you and Larry, too? 
t of here and go home.” 
ok, Howard,” I said, feeling giddy and important about all the commotion | 





EES nS ree = 





lh 


huh?” Walter 


but he didn’t move to stop me. 
m going out for a little air,” 


= 
= 
. 
© 
e 
& 
3 
3 
3 
3 
> 


demanded 


“7 








He'll love you even more 
for your Lic Tn 





Why wait another day! Start 
using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and watch your 
skin take on a new lighter, softer, 
brighter, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way of 
lightening skin. 
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was creating, “Larry and I know how 
we feel about each other and there’s 
nothing Walter or you or anybody else 
can do to change it.” 
ing back against the kitchen sink. He 
had a fresh drink in his hand. [| think 
everybody in the room must have been 
knocked off their feet by what I said. | 
had never been known to play around 
on my husband. As a matter of fact, | 
was the one wife in the crowd that every- 
body believed was true arid faithful. | 
waddled unsteadily over to where Larry 
was and took a sip of his drink. 

Howard slipped into the doorway, 


Larry was lean- 


glanced toward the living room where 
Walter was and then turned back to us 
muttering “Well, Ill be damned. You 
people must be crazy. Walter is pretty 
full. He may do anything. That guy 
really loves you, Cathy. Why don’t you 
straighten him up and you two go 
home?” 


“IT know what I want to do,” I said 


defiantly. Then I took another sip out 
of Larry’s glass. 
“Well, you won’t do it here, you 


fool!” Gertrude broke in. “I’m not go- 
ing to have any shooting and killing in 
my house. You know I’m your friend, 
but I think you’d better just get your 
husband now and go home. This sort of 
thing is terrible.” 

The whole nightmare of the thing was 
at its peak right then. In the haze of all 
the drinks I had had, and the giddiness 
of my behavior with Larry, | just stared 
at Gertrude in disgust. I knew all about 
her and the way she carried on with 
other men behind her husband’s back. | 
knew about all the girls in the club. 
They had whispered and giggled about 
their affairs enough. I was angered and 
horrified that they were acting this way 
toward me. 

“So you want me to go home, huh?” 
I said, jerking myself away from Larry’s 

m. “All right, all right, I'll go, but let 
me—” I thought about giving all of 
them a good, full, public reading, but 
then I realized I was too unsteady to get 


my thoughts together. I weaved out of 





the room. 





My husband or Larry? I had to choose 
And what woman wouldn’t trade in a 
tired, worn-out husband for a dashing new 


lover? Why shouldn’t I go to Larry, loving him as I did 


“Come on, Walter,” I said, tugging at 
his coat sleeve. “Let’s get out of here.” 

Walter looked up at me unbelieving. 
His eyes were still hot with anger, but 
there was pain there too. Anybody could 
have seen it. He took a deep breath and 
let it out with a loud noise. “I guess 
we'd better,” he said. 

Nobody spoke as we got our coats and 
left. We didn’t say a word all the way 
home. It was all very strange and very 
odd. Usually, when the parties were 
finished at the homes of other couples, 
the gang always raced over to our house 
and kept the fun going until early in the 
mornings. We were young and gay and 
we had a nice home. We didn’t have a 
baby to worry about waking. Our place 
was always the place for the “after 
But, not this night. 

We drove home alone, in mute silence. 
a strange foreignness between us. We 
were inside the door and Walter was 
mixing himself an Alka Seltzer in the 
bathroom before a word was spoken. | 
don’t know what in the world provoked 


party.” 


me. 

“Well ?” | said. 

“1 don’t want to talk about it.” Walter 
said, 

“We might as well talk about it right 
now as to wait until later,” I insisted. 
“Say whatever you’ve got to say. Go 
ahead and say it!” 

“You’ve had too much to drink, 
Cathy,” Walter said. “That’s all that’s 
wrong with you. Go to bed. We'll talk 
about it in the morning.” He got his 
pajamas, a pillow and a blanket out of 
the bedroom and headed downstairs. | 
stopped him halfway down with the 
strange words that came out of my 





mouth. 

“You've got to understand that I love 
him.” I said. 

It was a long time before he turned 
around and looked back up at me stand- 
ing at the top of the staircase. One of his 
arms held his night clothes and the 
bedding. He put the other on the ban- 
nister to brace himself. After what 
seemed an hour he spoke. 

“You'll get (Continued on Page 80) 
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Johnny Mathis Hazel Scott Babs Gonzales 
— Babs Gonzales has snatched from among the Daddy Grace 
followers what he believes to be another Mahalia Jackson and has recorded 
one of his original tunes with her—We Can Live Offa’ Love. For this he’s set up a 
new label, Hope Records. As Babs puts it: his Crazy Records are for the “yuke-e- 
duke” and Hope Records will be for the religious rock ’n’ roll. 
Not that he’s given up rock ’n’ roll, but Fats Domino goes romantically 
sentimental on his latest album, “Fats Digs The Love Bit.” He’s impressively backed 
by a 36-piece orchestra with strings. 
Johnny Mathis does a change of pace on his latest, a religious album called 
“Good Night, Dear Lord.” His selections include hymns of all faiths. And to keep 
the spirit moving, Duke Ellington has recorded an album with gospel singer, Mahalia 
Jackson. The sets accompanied by Ray Nance’s violin are like out of this world. 
Now dig this. Latest discovery among jazz buffs is that poetry is a swing- 
ing thing. Most popular jazz and poetry session in the big city features poet 
Langston Hughes reading from his collection of blues, bebop and gospel poems 
that comes out dead even with the cool 
sounds of the Charlie Mingus Quintet. 
Inside dope. Somewhere in the 
neighborhood of 1,500 show biz names 
are now listed in the impressive pages of 
avery important book called Who’s Who 
In America. Such names as Count Basie, 
Duke Ellington, Dizzy Gillespie, Louis 
Armstrong, etc. have all appeared in 
previous years. Now among those who 
have “made it” and whose name will 
appear with men and women of emi- 
nence and achievement for the first time 
is the name of Eartha Kitt. She should 
feel lonely behind this? 
Latest r&r group to hit the scene 
calls themselves “The Masquerades.” 
Their on-stage costumes look like they’re 
rigged out for one. 
Going for themselves is a little 
combo called “The Upsetters” —they used 
to back Little Richard before his recent 
retirement to (Continued on Page 55 ) 
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Hadn’t I been a good and faithful wife to 
John? Didn’t I love him as much as 

any wife could? How could he dare 

betray me in another woman’s 


arms? How could he give another 





woman his child? 


.»» HUSBAND 


T= COLD SPRING RAIN lashed viciously at my window 
pane, covering it with swirling gullies of water. Outside the 
world stood wet and grey, a vivid reminder that winter was stil! 
trying to hold us in its icy clasp. It had been a bitter winter. 
marked by heavy snows, frigid temperatures and sunless days. 
It was a winter also etched with bitter personal tragedy for me. 
And as | stood now looking at the greyness that surrounded me. 
I tried to figure out where it all began, when it all began, how 
it all began. 

Certainly it had not happened overnight. It must have begun 
a long time ago, this thing that had come to rob me of what was 
my most priceless possessions—my husband, my marriage. Yes, 
it must have begun a long time ago, much further back than 
the six days ago when John came to me and said, with the 
boyish simplicity and earnestness I had once so deeply 
loved: “Ella, I’m going to leave you. I’m going to ask 

you for a divorce.” 
His words stunned me. Even though I knew 
then I must have suspected for some time 
that our marriage would reach ‘just this 
crisis, still I had not expected it to come 
to precisely this. Not divorce; any- 

thing, but not divorce. 









“You'll have to let me go, Ella,” John >, 
said quietly. “There’s another woman, __ 
and she’s going to have my child” _ 







































































(nd John must have read my thoughts 
1t that moment, must have seen it in my 
yes, for he went on without me answer- 
ing. “You'll have to, Ella. There’s an- 

other woman. She’s going to have my 
child.” 

My whole body contracted and heaved 
1 deep, convulsive gasp at his words. 
(nd then I was aware that I was stand- 
ing looking at John with my mouth wide 

ypen, and no sound coming from it. 
Finally | found words: “You're lying to 
me,” I shouted at him. “It isn’t true. You 
wouldn’t—you couldn’t. You’re lying to 
scale 

And John, again with his boyish sim- 
plicity, reached forward with both hands, 
taking my arms in them. “I know it’s 
hard for you to believe,” he said, “I sup- 
pose it will be harder still for you to 
understand. But it’s true. You must let 
me 20.” 

How do you have the nerve to tell me 
this filthy thing?” I half-screamed with 
hysteria ringing in my voice. “I won’t 
listen to it, do you hear me? I won’t 
listen to it!” 

“Whether you listen to it or not, Ella, 
it’s so,” John said quietly. “We’ve got to 
face the fact.” 

You face the fact,” I retorted. “So 
you've slept with another woman, and 
now she’s going to have your child. And 
what am | supposed to do? She has had 
part of you, and now she wants all of 
you. Am I supposed to hand you to her 
on a silver platter? You’re my husband, 
and you'll stay my husband!” 
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But John was determined. “I can’t,” 
he said, his dark brown eyes boring into 
me. “I’m going to have to go to her. | 
owe it to her.” 

“And what about me?” I demanded. 
“Don’t you owe me anything? After all, 
I’m your wife, remember, not this back- 
alley tramp you’ve been running around 
with.” 

“She’s not a back-alley tramp,” John 
said hotly. “She’s just a girl. A very nice 
girl in fact. What has happened to her 
now is more my fault than hers. And I’ve 
got to protect her. I’ve got to take care 
of her and the child.” 

“TI won’t hear of it!” I shouted. “I’m 
your wife. You have to protect me.” 

John’s eyes softened a little then, but 
his hands fell away from me, and he said 
quietly: “Let’s not kid ourselves, Ella. 
We don’t have much of a marriage. We 
haven’t had for a long time.” 

“And whose fault is that?” I said 
shrilly. “I suppose it’s mine. You come 
here now and tell me that another wom- 
an is going to have your child and that 
our marriage is about to break up and 
that it’s my fault.” 

“No,” John said. “It isn’t all your 
fault. I suppose nothing that ever hap- 
pens is never any one person’s fault. But 
whosever fault it is, Ella, you'll have to 
admit that our marriage is a failure.” 

Hot, bitter tears streamed down my 
cheeks as the floodgates of remorse, 
scorn and self-pity flung open wide. I 
was facing a wife’s two greatest dis- 
illusionments at once: one, the failure of 





my marriage, and two, the fact that my 
husband was going to another woman, 
And I was doing the only thing that a 
woman can do when she learns this— 
cry, cry her eyes out. 

Was it true what John had said? That 
nothing that ever happens is really the 
fault of any one person. Was the failure 
of our marriage my fault, or his fault, or 
the fault of this mysterious other woman 
whose face I had not seen, whose name] 
did not know? Or was it maybe the fault 
of my mother, or the family into which 
I was born. 

There had been eight of us kids, three 
boys and five girls. Most of us were 
separated by less than two years. And to 
this day I remember well the poverty and 
degradation of my childhood. There was 
never anything new for any but the old- 
est children, not enough clothes to sheath 
us from the chill wintry winds, some- 
times not enough food. We ate oatmeal 
for breakfast every morning, and I shud- 
der now to think of the salt taste of the 
black mackerel fish that graced our din- 
ner table Sunday after Sunday. The only 
between-meal snack we ever knew was 
when we mixed cocoa and sugar and pre- 
tended we were dipping snuff, like the 
old folks. 

There wasn’t any privacy, either. All 
of the girls stayed in one room, and all 
of the boys stayed in another. You 
couldn’t read a book in peace, or listen 
to the battered, screeching, broken-down 
radio, not when someone was yelling and 
screaming and somebody else was tus- 
sling all over the place, and daddy was 
yelling for everybody to shut up and 
only adding to the confusion himself. 

But most of all, I remember Mama; a 
tired, worn, broken woman when she 
should have been in the prime of life. 
She had borne too many children too 
fast; too much housework without any 
conveniences; a husband turned into a 
toiling machine to make the money to 
buy the bread to feed the hungry mouths. 
There was not time for Daddy to be a 
husband, or for Mama to be a wife. They 
were just two people fighting for the 
survival of their children and themselves. 
And I swore then, when I was just a girl, 
that I would not grow up to be like 
Mama. I would not work myself into an 
early grave. I would not raise a house 
full of children and have a husband that 
was just another plate to set at the din- 
ner table, just another shirt on the iron- 
ing board, just another pair of socks to 











be darned. No, it would never happen to 
me. | would marry, yes. But I would 
marry a man of means, and I would not 
have children. This I promised myself. 


OHN CRAWFORD was not exactly 

what you would call a man of means. 
But when I was eighteen years old, he 
had enough means for me. And certain- 
ly, much of the solemn vow I had made 
was forgotten in the first glorious, or- 
ange-scented days of young romance. 

We met at a USO Club dance while 
John was still in the service. Eddie and 
Charles, my two older brothers, were al- 
ready overseas, and I had joined the 
group of girls who helped entertain serv- 


icemen at the USO. Somehow, I felt I 
could be nearer my brothers this way, 
and that if I did something good for the 
men back home, somehow someone 
would do something good for my broth- 
ers overseas. 

I had been going to the weekly USO 
dances for about a month when I met 
John. I remember the earnest look on his 
face when he walked up to me, smiled 
quickly, and then said in that blunt, 
direct manner of his: “I’m Sgt. John 
Crawford. I don’t know how to dance, 
but I'd sure like to learn. Would you 
teach me?” 

“Certainly,” I said with a laugh, and 
instantly we were in each other’s arms, 


“You're lying to me!” J 
shouted, turning my head from 
the brutal truth of his words. 


floating to the dance floor. In the month 
that I had been going to the club, I had 
heard all kinds of approaches, and even 
a few passes, but nothing quite like the 
one John used, I thought to myself. 

But once we were on the dance floor, I 
realized that this tall, good looking, 
broad-shouldered boy with the deep 
brown eyes and quick smile had been 
telling the truth. He didn’t know how to 
dance. But his arms were warm and 
strong and he had a sense of rhythm. 

“It’s really pretty simple,” I told him. 
“You just sort of move your feet in rhy- 
thm to music. Listen, do you hear the 
drum beat? Your foot touches the floor 
when the drum- (Continued on Page 76) 








I leaned forward, putting my hand on 
arm and looking into his eyes. “What's 
matter,” I asked, “don’t you like me 
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They were great friends, my husband and this man who taunted me 


and called me vain. Well, we would soon see about that, we would see 
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if a man’s friendship could stand between him and a tempting woman 
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| TIMED MY ENTRANCE PERFECTLY, and when I entered the room, every- 

one at the party turned to look at me. I stood in the doorway a moment, as if 
trying to locate Alan. Actually, | was making sure all the women present could 
get a good look at the new gown Alan had bought me. And just as important to me, 
I was basking in the admiring glances from the men present. 

Achieving the effect I wanted, I walked leisurely over to the table where Alan 
and Royce were waiting for me. They both stood up when I joined them. “Darling, 
you're positively gorgeous tonight,” Alan said, pulling out a chair for me. 

“Thank you, my sweet,” I said. I turned to Royce with an expectant smile. 

He studied me thoughtfully, then drawled, “I suppose you’re waiting for me to 
say something complimentary, too?” 

I raised my chin. “Well, aren’t you?” 

“No.” 

His blunt answer shocked me, but my husband’s hearty chuckle infuriated me. I 
swung around to Alan. “What’s so funny about hearing your wife insulted?” I 
demanded. 

“Oh, come off it,” Alan said. “Royce is only teasing you.” 

Royce smiled. “Just thought I’d bring you back down to earth after that grand 
entrance,” he said. 

Knowing that he’d seen through my little trick made me even angrier. “Now see 
here, Royce Wallace! Just because some women make fools of themselves over 
you, don’t you—” 

Alan reached over and patted my hand. “Don’t get upset, Sandra,” he coaxed. 
“Come on, let’s have a good time.” He handed me a drink. “A fine thing when a 
man’s wife and his best friend start fighting in public!” he added, winking broadly 
at Royce. 

“Some friend!” I muttered. 

Royce raised his glass. “Let’s drink to the most beautiful, most charming woman 
present,” he said, gazing steadily into my eyes. 

“Thank you,” I said stiffly. (Continued on Page 56) 
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“W hat’s a white girl like you doing 
mixed up with these colored peo- 
ple?” the policeman demanded. 
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I had crossed the line to freedom and opportunity. Now, when 
I wanted desperately to come back, I found the way blocked 


IN A WHITE WORLD 


I FELT THE HEAVY PULL OF HIS BODY against the blade of the knife as he 

fell away from me, and in that moment our eyes met, held, and at last there was 
nothing between us to keep us apart. It was as if we were alone, our bodies relaxing, 
our eyes meeting nakedly the way lovers’ eyes meet in that moment when passion is 
satisfied but it’s still too soon to accept the reality of any other existence but your 
own in that selfish world love can create for two. 

The knife still in my hand, I felt my own body grow limp, but though eager arms 
reached for Scott and voices cried in terror for him, I sank to the ground alone, and 
in a misty blur of tears and regret I stared at the knife, with Scott’s blood wiped 
almost clean from the blade. 

Then desperate in the terrible aloneness, needing someone to understand what | 
had done, I lifted my head slowly. But no one came to me. No one answered my 
silent pleading that was like hunger. And I swung away from all the accusing brown 
eyes that suddenly were Scott’s eyes—screaming as I flung the knife toward the river. 
Then I buried my face in my hands and huddled there on the ground alone sobbing. 

It was Jim’s booming voice giving orders that snapped me out of my stupor, back 
to the realization of what I had done. I pulled my hands away just as Jim lifted 
Scott’s limp body. Strange how time can be stretched into a tangible part of eternity, 
and action and thought are two separate dimensions. I rushed jealously to Scott’s side, 
and shoved a blob of aqua linen and heavy perfume away to take my place by Jim. 
But I saw clearly for the first time how much Jim and Scott were truly brothers. And 
that terrible wall that for a moment had not existed rose up again and separated me 
from Scott, though I struggled with the dead weight of his body held hungrily against 
me. 

But when I tried to climb into the car, Jim clamped my shoulder and threw me aside. 

“Get out of the way, you little—!” and the hatred of everyone watching was dredged 
into his eyes. 

“Please, Jim. Let me go to him,” I begged, too much alone now to even dread his 
hatred. 

He looked at me, and I was surprised that he didn’t hit me for his fists were clenched 
as he stepped closer to me. I stood still, not out of bravery, but I wasn’t moving away 
from Scott. Jim broke the tenseness with a laugh. “Get in. Scott dies, | want you 
there. Want them to get you right then.” 

It was a wild drive from the cabins to the hospital. The holiday traffic was at its 
peak, and the stretch along the river was crowded with cars leaving the city for cooler 
spots. 

Jim was oblivious of oncoming cars or curves while I sat in the back holding Scott 
in my arms, his dark head against my breast. I swayed and swerved with the car, but 
Scott was terrifyingly rigid. 

I stared at his dark face aware only of his stillness. Oh God, I kept praying over 
and over, don’t let him die. | didn’t mean it. Don’t let him die. 1 kept my eyes fixed 
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on his face for some sign of life. My own 
will to live hinged on each quiver of his 
chest as he gasped for breath. The great 
red circle of blood reached up to the 
curve of his white turtle necked sweater, 
and the memory of my head lying there 
was torture. What had I done? 

Jim never spoke to me, not even when 
we reached the hospital. But it was not 
Jim’s silence my heart ached to end. It 
was Scott’s. 

We swung into the emergency and Jim 
jumped out, leaving the door open as he 
raced inside. Forever passed before a 
bevy of white-coated figures pushing a 
cart swarmed about the car. I let them 
lift Scott reluctantly from my arms, 
afraid without his closeness. 

Weighted with emptiness, I watched 
them race inside, leaving me alone, too 
stunned to follow. But when a little feel- 
ing returned, I started to get out, and 
almost stepped into the ring of curious 
onlookers that had materialized out of 
nowhere. 

Shocked silence froze us into tableau 
as | stared back at them. Then one 
amazed voice intoned the whole crowd’s 
disbelief. 

“She’s white.” 

Ashamed, I huddled back in the car 
and hid behind my hands, sinking so low 
| accepted their right to judge me unde- 
niably. 

It was Jim who rescued me. He leaned 
into the car and yanked my hands down 
ind pulled me out, dragging me through 
the hushed mass of people. His hands 
were very dark about my wrist and his 
fingers cut into the flesh, and a man’s 
disgusted voice muttered, “White trash.” 

Inside Jim pushed me into a chair and 





sat down beside me. 

“Scott ?—Is he, is he—” I tried to ask, 
and Jim cut in coldly: 

“Not yet. But if he dies you'll be here. 
I want to hear what you tell the police. 
I want to know if you’ve got the guts to 
tell them the truth.” 

“Please, Jim.” I reached out with my 
fingers and touched his wrist. How white 
they were against his smooth darkness. 
How much like my fingers against Scott’s 
body, and a thrill went through me. A 
thrill for Scott. A deep burning need for 
him that nothing could change. And if 
he died I’d always feel it when I saw 
someone like him. He’d live for me for- 
ever in every brown-skinned, brown-eyed 
man, just as now he was still alive in my 
touch against his brother’s arm. 

Jim pushed my hand away. “Don’t 
come crying to me now for sympathy, 
Mellie. You made your choice. You 
wanted to be white. So now you are. 
White.” He hissed the word at me. 

I closed my eyes—a trick I had 
learned lately. It made everything the 
same color. Jim and I were just any man 
and woman sitting in a hospital waiting 
room. My world had shrunk to this one 
small spot of waiting. 

“Jim, he’s got to live,” and my voice 
was defiant, sounding like Jim had the 
power of decision. 

“To save your hide?” 

“Yes, yes,” I whispered, closing my 
eyes tighter. “But not the way you think. 
He can’t die. I need him.” The words 
came with my tears, and washed into the 
terrible hush that was the waiting. 

Now and then a muffled footstep 
moved in the hallway. A man came in 
with a small boy holding a limp arm, his 





dusty face tear-streaked. They sat down 
opposite us, but no one came to them, 
Jim got up and paced the room, and 
again | closed my eyes from the sight of 
him, from the memory of Scott. Why 
had I stabbed him? 

My answer was the brazen scream of g 
police siren swelling toward us from the 
distance. Jim halted his pacing, and the 
hush of the hospital seemed to stiffen and 
wait for the inevitable. The inevitable 
cut-off of the siren, the slam of a door, 
the irreverent click of the official boots, 
the questions that must cut into the still. 
ness. The answer that must come. Could 
I tell them the truth? 

I lifted my head slowly, but the blue 
uniformed figures with the glistening in. 
signia were only a back drop to Jim’s 
accusing, waiting eyes. And suddenly | 
knew he was not waiting to know if Scott 
lived or died. He was waiting for my 
answer. 

Didn’t he know it could not be told in 
one simple word? I clenched my fingers 
together and looked at their whiteness 
against the pink of my skirt, and waited 
—in the past for now I had no future. 
I had only this moment of pain for Scott 
to live and the past that made this mo- 
ment, too, inevitable. And so I told my 
story to myself. For there was my an- 
swer to what I was and what I| would 
tell the police when they asked me. For 
whether Scott lived or died, they would 
ask. I no longer ruled my own world. 
And that little verse that used to haunt 
me in school seemed to be a mockery, 
all it’s strange symbolism a trap that had 
sprung and caught me into this terror. 

Slowly I repeated it to myself and felt 
that same strange ecstasy that possessed 


I was helpless in a whirlpool of color. I could no 


longer be a white girl, but the man I loved would 


never live to cast his eyes upon me again 
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It had all seemed so easy at first. No one could 


tell the difference. Who would know? One man 


knew. One man shared my secret—the wrong man 


me that day in the tenth grade. 


| HELD the English book in my hand 
and reread the verse again. Surely 
it didn’t mean what I thought it meant, 
but how magical if it did. How it made 
me shiver and lured me into a dangerous 
dream. 


Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as a pit from pole to pole; 
| thank whatever gods may be 


For my unconquerable soul. 


It matters not how straight the gate, 

How charged with punishment the scroll. 
lam the master of my fate. 

lam the captain of my soul. 


Black as the pit. That was my people. 
My cousins, my parents, my grandpar- 
ents, and all the people that were mine. 
The pit was the terrible shameful way 
we lived—lower than white trash, pushed 
to the back of buses, shoved to the ceil- 
ing in theatres, servants and scrub wom- 
en. The pit of the shame of being Negro. 

But me! I lifted my arms and looked 
atthem. I was white. Some magic, some 
miracle, something unconquerable, un- 
deniable had made me white, with hair 
like silk, and eyes the color of a gray 
storm cloud. Of all my family—of every- 
one I really knew—I alone had light 
colored eyes. Several had hair like mine, 
dark silkness tinged with red, and many 
were as fair. But no one had my eyes 
that set me apart. 

“Like her great great grandfather,” 
my great granny said. And she knew. 
She alone remembered the past, and 
though she was very old, and often con- 
fused, we took her tales of our ancestors 
a gospel. It gave us status among our 


own people where being important was 
a holy grail. 

The older Granny became the more 
fantastic her tale, and though all the 
older people scoffed, I sat wide-eyed at 
her feet and built new fantasies upon the 
ones I heard. Soon, to me my ancestors 
were kings and queens in a dark conti- 
nent before they were slaves in a white 
land. And I easily pictured my great 
great grandfather as a white lord marry- 
ing a dark princess enslaved in his white 
pillared castle. And in all my foolish 
dreams | was the final tribute to both of 
them. I was proud and haughty, as de- 
termined to be free as any enslaved prin- 
cess. | was as wild and daring as any 
Nordic seaman. And who knew that un- 
der my hair skin flowed the turbulent 
blood that was my only link to the black 
past of slavery? 

Soon my dreams needed to be acted 
out. “Mellie,” Granny said, “stop fight- 
ing your place.” 

But I tossed my dark hair and asked 
what was my place, The back of a bus? 
The topmost seat in a hot movie house? 
No, that wasn’t my place. I was white. 
Didn’t all men, white or black, turn to 
look at me when I went to town shop- 
ping? 

It was in the city that I first began 
my masquerade. That is all it was at 
first—a child’s pretending. First, I just 
walked through the stores pretending | 
was white. Then I ate at a white lunch 
counter. One of those where you just 
buy a hot dog and a cold drink and stand 
in the aisle to eat. No one noticed. No 
one questioned me. I stayed away from 
the rest rooms. Too many colored wom- 
en who might know me were maids there. 
And of course I dared not be seen in a 
colored ladies’ room. 





On my second escapade, | went to a 
movie and sat downstairs, and several 
white boys whistled and one bold, broad- 
shouldered blond with a crew cut tried 
to get my name. I told him I was from 
out of town visiting cousins and was go- 
ing back that night. But how the look 
of his acceptance of me as his equal 
bolstered my courage. The next week I 
ate in a white restaurant. From then on 
I was in the city on the slightest pretext, 
and obsessed with my dream of becom- 
ing white, I stayed more and more to 
myself. 

“She’s headed for trouble,” Great 
Granny said one night when Miss Quick- 
ley stopped by to talk to her and mama 
about my grades. Granny tapped her 
feet in rhythm with her rocking chair. 
“She’s planning trouble, too.” 

For a moment my heart took a somer- 
sault. She knew about my trips to the 
city!’ But Granny-like she didn’t give 
my secret away—if she knew. She just 
kept on rocking, reminiscing. “The day 
she ran away when she was five and we 
found her having tea, no mind you, with 
the mayor’s wife, while the mayor was 
calling all their neighbors to find out 
who'd lost their little girl. Remember the 
rest of my life Myra trying to make them 
believe Mellie belonged to her—and 
Mellie sitting there not saying a word. 
Just having a mighty fine time pretend- 
ing.” 

Great Granny went on, but I’d stopped 
listening. I was letting one wild plan 
after another play through my mind, 
while I danced my fanciful way into an- 
other world. Then Miss Quickley was in- 
terrupting Great Granny, speaking to 
mama. 

“Mellie’s a good typist, Myra. She’d 
make a fine (Continued on Page 68) 
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[think maybe we had better get started 
k,” I said finally. “No,” he said. “It’s 
it to end.” 


gen too beautiful. I don’t 


want 


Tommy was the first real man in my life 
and he will be the last. Maybe it was 
my fault for loving him too much. 
But no matter who’s fault it was, 


Pil never go through that again 


T’S A FUNNY THING ABOUT SIN. I mean, you go to church 
and you hear the preacher and you picture sin as being something 
dark and evil, something that’s done behind closed doors or when 
the police aren’t looking. You think of it as taking something that 
doesn’t belong to you or hurting somebody real bad, or maybe even 
killing them. It’s an evil thing sin is, you know that; you’ve been 
taught it since you were a child. And it’s hard to understand that 
some sin isn’t that way at all. It isn’t all robbing or hurting or 
stealing or thinking evil thoughts. My sin wasn’t like that. Mine was 
loving too much. You wouldn’t believe that could be a sin, would 
you? But it was. The way I did it, it was. 

I guess the worst part of it was my weakness. | should have known 
better than to give in. And I wouldn’t have, ever, if it hadn’t been 
for Tommy. Not that I’m blaming Tommy now, but it’s just that I 
had never felt about any boy the way I did him, and no man had 
ever treated me the way Tommy did when I first met him. I mean, 
he treated me like I was something special, like he really liked me, 
not just for what he could get, but for what I was. No man had ever 
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treated me that way before, no man at 
all 

| never knew my father. He died 
when | was just a baby. Mama said it 
was in an accident, but I remember 
Granny saying he was killed in a gam- 
bling hall. But Mama said not to pay 
ny attention to what Granny said, so | 
ilways thought of my father as being 
killed in an accident. 

[he only father I ever knew was Judge 
[illman. He was the man Mama married 
when I was seven years old. He was 
good and honest, I guess, but he never 
really liked me. I think it was because 
he looked at me and thought of my 
father, and he was reminded that there 
had been a man before him as far as 
Mama was concerned and he never liked 
that. It wasn’t too bad when Mama was 
live. I mean, I knew that my step- 
father didn’t like me, but it didn’t really 
natter. Then Mama died when I was 
fourteen, and after that I didn’t have 





the rest of the people on our side of town 
—the wrong side—were longshoremen 
or maids or janitors or chauffeurs or 


cooks. 

Tommy wasn’t the first boy to notice 
me, oh no. I had been lucky enough to 
be born with the things that boys liked 
best. My coal-black hair fell to my 
shoulders, my face was pleasant enough 
and the fellows used wolf whistles and 
made signs like Coke bottles when they 
talked about my figure. I was built, they 
said. That was kind of flattering. | 
mean, it was flattering after I got over 
being embarrassed. I guess all girls are 
like that. When boys first notice them, 
they don’t like it, and then they don’t 
like it if they don’t notice them. But the 
boys in school who did notice me also 
knew where I came from—Southtown, 
over across the tracks. And girls from 
over there did all sorts of things with 
boys. Or at least, they were expected to. 
But I didn’t like any of it; I didn’t like 


All boys were the same, I had de- 


cided once a long time ago. Later on, I 


found out I was right 


much home life. It was pneumonia that 
killed Mama, but somehow my step- 
father began to look at me as if I had 
something to do with it. I guess it was 
just that he felt cheated; cheated that 
he hadn’t met Mama first, and I wasn’t 
his child, and then that she died such a 
few years after they were married. He 
had to let his hurt out on somebody, 
that somebody just happened to be me. 

Not that my stepfather ever laid a 
hand on me or said anything really 
mean. It was just that he treated me as 
though I wasn’t really there, like I was 
he didn’t want 
round, but he wouldn’t come right out 
ind say so. Maybe that was why J was 


omething to have 


ripe when Tommy came along. 

lommy lived on the other side of the 
tracks, the right side. He lived in North- 
town, which was the section where the 

lored people who were best off lived. 

me teachers and postmen and lawyers 
ind doctors lived there. I came from 
Southtown. My mother was a maid and 
my stepfather was a longshoreman and 


the things that boys said or the way 
they acted or the way they liked to paw 
all over you and kiss you all sticky-like 
and muss you up. Some of the girls said 
that was the only way to be popular, that 
if you didn’t do what a fellow wanted, 
it was easy enough for him to find an- 
other girl who would. Even Lelia said 
it. Lelia was my best friend, and she had 
gone steady with three different boys in 
high school before I even had a date. 

“So what’s a little necking?” Lelia 
asked. “If you want a boy to take you 
out to dances and movies and things, 
you have to be nice to him.” 

“But I don’t like them pawing all over 
me and messing around,” | complained, 
kicking at a pebble in the road as we 
walked home from school that afternoon. 

“Honestly, Carrie, | don’t know what’s 
wrong with you,” Lelia said. “You 
sound like one of the freshman girls. 
Don’t you feel anything for boys? Don’t 
you like it when they touch you?” 

“No,” I said. “I don’t like it.” / don’t 
like it because | know what they’re after, 


I told myself silently. They don’t really 
like me for who I am, not because I’m 
Carrie Johnson. I’m just a girl from 
across the tracks, from Southtown, and 
they think that every girl from across the 
tracks is easy to get. 

So I went through high school like 
that, being bitter and fighting off boys 
and wishing deep down that somebody 
would love me—really love me. My step- 
father hardly spoke to me by this time, 
and | longed now for the feeling of 
strength and security and comfort that 
only a man can give. But I wasn’t 
willing to do just anything to get it. 

It was in my senior year at high school 
that | found out how mean boys could 
be. It was getting near time for the 
senior prom and I didn’t have a date. 

“Well how on earth are you going to 
the senior. prom?” Lelia demanded, 
“You don’t want to go without a boy.” 

“It doesn’t really matter,” I lied. “I’m 
not so hot on going anyway.” 

“Oh yes you are,” Lelia shot back. 
“You've been saving your baby-sitting 
money to buy that pink dress in the 
window down at Gleason’s. I know you 
have.” 

“T can wear that old dress anytime.” 
I said. 

“Sure you can,” Lelia said mockingly, 
“You go to lots of formal functions.” 

“Listen, Lelia Cartwright,” I snapped, 
“just because you’re boy crazy, don’t 
think everybody is. Boys aren’t every- 
thing.” 

“Oh, no?” Lelia came back, “Name 
something better.” 

We walked on in silence for awhile, 
then Lelia blurted out: “Look, Carrie, it 
wouldn’t hurt to be nice to a fellow just 
once. You don’t have to do anything 
you don’t want to do.” 

“There aren’t any boys interested in 
me,” I said carelessly. 

“Oh, no? Well, if they aren't, it’s 
your own fault. They used to hang 
around you like flies after honey,” Lelia 
countered. 

“That was before they found out it 
isn’t true what they say about every girl 
from Southtown,” I said airily. 

“All right Miss Uppity,” Lelia 
snapped. “Don’t go to the senior prom 
and don’t get to wear that pink dress. 
I don’t care.” 

“I didn’t mean you, Lelia,” I said 
quickly, placing my hand gently on her 
arm. “I know you know how to handle 


boys.” 
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“Sure,” Lelia said, smiling quickly to 
show she wasn’t really angry. “And you 
could handle them the same way if you 
really wanted to. What about Robert 
Williams? Couldn’t you go to the dance 
with him? I know he was crazy about 
ou.” 

“Well, 1—I suppose so,” I said slowly. 
“But how do I get him to ask me?” 

“That’s easy enough,” Lelia replied. 
“All I’ve got to do is mention to him 
that you don’t have a date yet for the 
prom, and that if he hurries, he’ll be the 
first to ask you.” 

“Do you think it will really work?” | 
asked. 

“Sure,” Lelia told me, “it'll work.” 

Two days later Robert Williams came 
up to me in the school cafeteria and 
asked me to go to the senior prom with 
him. I said okay. 


HE FELLOWS must have been pret- 

ty surprised to see me at the dance 
with Robert Williams because when they 
came in they started talking among 
themselves and looking at us and nod- 
ding. Pretty soon, a lot of them started 
asking me to dance, and I did. But then 
Robert seemed to get a little jealous, so 
ended up dancing with just him. 

Afterwards, we got Lelia and her date, 
George, and drove over to the Green 
Lantern in the car Robert had borrowed 
from his father. We ate hamburgers and 
drank pop and laughed and kidded 
around for a while, 
George and Lelia to her house. George 
said he would walk home, so Robert 
drove me on to my house. It was dark 
when we got to my place, which meant 
my stepfather had gone to bed. 

“He turns in kind of early,” I told 
Robert when he asked about him. 

“Oh,” Robert said. “Well, that makes 
it kind of nice.” 

“Nice how?” I asked, playing dumb 
but pretty sure I knew what he meant. 

“Well—nice for us,” he said slowly, 
and slid over across the seat to me. 

I looked at him and smiled. “Thanks 
for a nice evening, Robert,” I told him. 
“I think I’d better go in.” 

“What’s the rush?” Robert demanded. 


“Your old man is in there sawing logs. 


then we drove 


He doesn’t even know we're out here.” 

“Thanks again,” I said, “and good- 
night.” I put my hand on the door 
handle to open it, but Robert put both 
arms around me and pulled me to him. 
“Now you can say goodnight better 


than that, can’t you?” he murmured. 

I gave him a cold stare for a moment, 
but then I thought of Lelia’s words, that 
it wouldn’t hurt to be nice just once. 
“Okay, Robert,” I sighed, and then | 
let him kiss me. It was kind of quick 
and harmless. 

“There, is that better?” I asked, pull- 
ing away and reaching for the door 
handle again. 


“Oh baby,” 


much better.” 


Robert said. “That’s 
Then he caught my arm 
again, pulling me back to him. This 
time he crushed his lips against mine, 
and I froze, not returning his kiss. But 
then he began to twist his mouth, de- 
manding, searching. His arms were all 
around me, his hands all over me, and 
then I was fighting him, pulling my head 
away, pushing him from me. 

“No, no!” I said bitterly. “Let me 
go!” 

“Well, how are you going to act?” 
Robert demanded. “So we go out and 
have a good time and you jump all high 
and mighty when I bring you home.” 

“I’m not acting all high and mighty.” 
I told him. “I just don’t want to he 
handled like a piece of baggage.” 

“Well what’s so special about you. 
chick?” Robert grated. “You South- 
town broads are a dime a dozen.” 

“Then go buy a dozen,” I said icily, 
“this one’s not for sale.” 

This time I was too quick for him. | 
had the door open and was out of the 
car before he could grab me again. | 
slammed the door in his face. 

“Thanks!” he yelled out the window. 
“Thanks for nothing!” 

























I whirled on my heels and dashed into 
the house. 


HE NEXT DAY, I had to face Lelia. 

“Well, I guess you learned some- 
thing last night,” she said when we 
started to the cafeteria together for 
lunch. 

“T sure did,” I said somberly. 

“You see,” she went on, “I told you 
boys weren’t so bad. Now don’t tell me 
you didn’t have a good time. You sure 
danced with enough fellows and you and 
Robert really enjoyed yourselves at the 
Green Lantern.” 

“Yes,” I answered woodenly. 

“Well, aren’t you glad you decided to 
go with him?” she asked. 

I thought for a moment, hesitating to 
tell Lelia how it really turned out, afraid 
she would blame me for it. “Yes,” I lied 
finally. “I’m glad.” 

But two days later I was sorry that I 
had lied to Lelia. It was right after the 
Thursday morning assembly when I 
first noticed something was wrong. A 
lot of the boys who hadn’t said anything 
to me for months came up and asked me 
for dates, but when I turned them down, 
they just sort of snickered and walked 
off. Some of the other fellows whistled 
at me when I walked through the halls 
between classes. 

Then it was Lelia who said to me in 
the cafeteria: “Boy, you said you were 
glad you went out with Robert the other 
night, but I didn’t know you were that 
glad.” She looked at me kind of funny. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Well,” Lelia (Continued on Page 52) 
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oman Without 


SHAME 


What did it matter that Johnny was a married 


man? I had plans of my own for him, and 


certainly I had done a lot worse things in my time 


gon I KNOW the way a person feels when he has just 


been rescued from drowning, when he is stretched flat out, 


struggling for breath and trying to forget the awful assault of 
the waves and the terrifying sinking into the wildly beating 
water. | think I know a little of how a fighter feels in the ring 
after he has lost a prize battle and the bruises cause his body 


a 


to jerk in pain and he knows that it will be worse tomorrow. 


| 
; 
| 
| 


I have just lost a battle, but in a way I have won because in 
the battle I was fighting the odds were so heavy against me 
that I never had a chance. I kept coming back for more—which 
isn't guts, but a sort of stupidity, an idiot optimism. 

Somehow I haven’t been able yet to tell Johnny in words 


that I have given up trying to love him. But from my actions 


ee ren ree ee 


in the past few days and from his own sense of guilt, I am 


a 


certain he knows. | have said several times before that | am 
through, but this time I mean it—because I have to mean it or 
perish. 

It is a kind of poetic justice that things should end this way 
because, according to all the moral laws, they should have 
never begun. I was divorced and he was married when we met, 
so the cards were stacked. 

But being lonely can make you do things that violate any 
code of honor that you have ever held, and for months before 

I met Johnny I had suffered the most haunting loneliness a 

human being can endure. It was a loneliness that had driven me 

to form impromptu friendships with men in cocktail bars; it 

was a loneliness that made me imagine time after time that 
these sordid affairs could actually materialize into something 
beautiful and lasting, which made me pour out my heart to 
them, made me swear that in the few short hours we had been 
acquainted | had developed a lasting affection for them. It was 
a loneliness that made me lead always with my heart and wake 
up to find it trampled and spurned. 
Now I know I could have hoped for no more than I got. 
When you become a saloon pickup— (Continued on Page 60) 
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Sex, it has been said, is what makes 


the world go round. After the wedding, however, it must 


things. 


Still, it is not to be underestimated. It 


assume its proper place in the marital cycle of 


is the duty of every husband and every wife to 


know as much about its mysteries as they possibly can 


Ruiw your mavriage ! 


ON EVENING this spring, a dis- 

gruntled young husband, separated 
only a few weeks from his wife of less 
than a year, sat on a stool in a St. Louis 
bar, complaining bitterly to a sympa- 
thetic friend. “I’ll never marry a virgin 
again,” he said dejectedly. 

The friend raised his eyebrows in sur- 
prise. After all, finding a virgin in to- 
day’s era of liberal morals and sophisti- 
cated sex ideas was supposed to be about 
as easy as plucking gold from a sand 
dune. The young husband should con- 
sider himself a lucky man indeed. 

But here, clearly, was a case of sex 

_ Tuining a marriage. For obviously the 
young husband was of the opinion that 
his wife’s lack of knowledge in matters 
of sex had contributed to the downfall 
of their union. “She’s just too inexpe- 


| Tienced,” he complained. “She treats it 


like it’s something evil, something that 
still isn’t quite right, even though we’re 
married. She won’t let herself go. She 
doesn’t know how to relax and enjoy it.” 

If the poor husband had been talking 
with a marriage counselor or a psychol- 
ogist, he might have learned that his 
complaint of sexual maladjustment in 
marriage is echoed daily around the 
world in a frequency nearly matching 
the staccato beep-beep of American satel- 
lites in outer space. For men of marital 
knowledge point out that it takes the 
average young married couple a year to 
adjust themselves to the sexual side of 
marriage, and a truly satisfying sexual 
life is not achieved for two to six years. 
(For a few unfortunate couples—never. ) 

Furthermore, the answer to the prob- 
lem of sexual harmony in marriage does 
not lie in the direction in which the 


young husband from St. Louis seeks. No 
marriage counselor would recommend 
that he go out and find himself a woman 
of tried and true experience, for the 
overwhelming opinion prevails that sex- 
ual experience gained outside of mar- 
riage tends to hinder, rather than pro- 

mote, sexual harmony after marriage. 
Why is this so? Because sex is as 
much psychological as physical, and this 
is one of the little-understood facts in 
the case. If the seeds of suspicion and 
jealousy are planted in the mind of either 
marriage partner—as is often the case 
when one partner knows that the other 
has first discovered the wonders of sex 
in the arms of another—it becomes diff- 

cult to achieve true sexual harmony. 
Thus, two basic requirements for a 
happy sex life would seem to be love and 
faith. And after these come the neces- 
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sity for true understanding of the facts 
of sex. Too many young brides—and 
an astounding number of bridegrooms— 
approach the marriage bed with as much 
true knowledge of sex as the average 
young high school science student could 
bring to the H-bomb tests at Yucca Flats. 
Indeed, the conjured fantasies of the old 
wives tales have replaced most of the 
facts, and the results are often chaotic. 

[t is widely believed, for instance, that 
1 newly-proclaimed husband can tell be- 
yond a shadow of a doubt whether his 
bride is truly a virgin. The truth of the 
matter is, however, that even a doctor’s 
examination could not offer proof posi- 
tive, for today’s athletic activities tend to 
break or stretch the thin membrane par- 
tially blocking the entrance to the vagina, 
formerly considered a sure sign of vir- 


self go in the arms of her husband. This 
is not only a complete fallacy, but it 
usually results in an unsatisfactory sex- 
ual relationship for both husband and 
wife. 

Many married couples, finding them- 
selves to their way of thinking “sexually 
mis-mated,” believe that their trouble 
lies in the area of physical attributes. 
They believe it possible, for instance, 
that the husband does not have the nec- 
essary physical equipment to satisfy his 
wife. But in truth, the size of sexual or- 
gans is of no consequence, for women are 
so constructed to adjust to the dimen- 
sions of their marriage partners, except 
in very rare cases. 

Surprisingly enough, the mere reach- 
ing of a climax on the part of woman is 
grossly misunderstood. While the physi- 






False notions about sex cause much of the 






misunderstandings in new marriages. 
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a must—but study. don’t experiment 


ginity. On the other hand, sometimes the 
hymen stretches instead of breaking dur- 
ing intercourse, and thus remains in- 
tact, offering no hint, even on medical 
examination, of what has really taken 


place. 

[It is also a common belief that if a 
woman fails to respond to her husband’s 
lovemaking, it is a fault of his technique 
rather than a basic inadequacy of the 
And while often this is the case, 
there is also the possibility that even the 
world’s most accomplished lover would 
be unable to arouse deep sexual reaction 
in a woman who believes sex to be syn- 
onymous with sin, or one who fears in- 
jury during the sex act, or pregnancy, 
or one who has unrealized homosexual 
inclinations. Psychological help is clear- 
ly needed here. 


wile 


But the mere fact that a woman is un- 
ible to reach a sexual climax does not in 
ny way hinder her becoming pregnant, 
1s so many people think. Indeed, many 
a wife feels that this is her best protec- 
tion against pregnancy—to not let her- 
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cal reaction of the wife closely follows 
that of her husband during orgasm, they 
differ in that at the ultimate moment a 
man ejaculates a sperm-laden fluid—se- 
men, while a woman does not. Instead, 
she undergoes an increased secretion of 
the female lubricating fluid at the time 
of orgasm. 

But the sexual problems of marriage 
do not all begin and end with the act 
itself. For instance, while a fear of preg- 
nancy causes tensions that ultimately de- 
stroy many marriages, a failure to be- 
come pregnant may account for the 
break up of others. The most common 
practice in the latter case is to blame the 
wife as being the deficient partner. Ac- 
tually, either or both of the marriage 
partners may be at fault. The only sure 
way to find out is a medical examination 
of both husband and wife. With compe- 
tent help, it is possible that many cases 
of sterility can be overcome. 

Another problem surrounding the sex- 
ual adjustment of married couples, aside 
from an ability to separate fact from 






fiction, is the one of privacy, an extreme. 
ly necessary atmosphere in which to be. 


gin the adventure of sex. There is noth. nd 
ing more frustrating or distracting fora} inte 
young couple than for them to attemp§ and 
to conduct their sexual affairs in surf of, 
roundings resembling Grand Centrad§ jeg 
Station. Absolute privacy is the rule for 7 
the honeymoon, and newlyweds should - 
make every effort or sacrifice necessary it 
to begin their married life in their own = 
home or apartment, rather than “room. is 
ing” with in-laws or others. - 

One young couple saw their marriage a. 
ruined when the bride’s mother, who had be 
bitterly opposed their marriage on the = 


grounds that her 20-year-old daughter d 
was too young to wed, finally gave in 


on the condition that the couple would i 
live in her home under her protective ag 
eve. In addition to the bride’s parents, = 
a brother, his wife and their two young - 
children also lived there, as well as an nthe 


uncle and and a six-year-old nephew. 


Life in a goldfish bowl would have been of 


easier. When the couple were not being we 
subjected to the arguments and wran- of 
gling that almost always exists in such ag 
a menagerie, they found their own mo- pe 
ments of privacy shattered either by un- la 
thinking older members of the household in 
or the energetic six-year-old, who had the th 


distracting habit of bouncing into their 
room without knocking. Unable to pur- 
sue a normal sex life, the couple soon fo 
began blaming each other for what was 


actually being done to them by the % 
bride’s family. The result: separation. . 
One of the great tragedies of marriage ; 
is the bride who comes to her new hus- 9 
band either totally unschooled in the A 
matters of sex, or armed with the false fe 
impression that sex is a man’s game, an ” 
animal instinct that women must endure 
with patience and as much grace as pos- c 
sible; that it is only to be tolerated, and b 
that only women of low breeding and tl 
wild, wild ways ever show evidence of s 
any enjoyment of the act. Wives with v 
such notions are inevitably inviting dis- h 
aster. 8 
A Texas housewife, while able to ac- I 
cept sex as a necessary and enjoyable I 
part of marriage, was nevertheless prone ( 
to underestimate its importance. “It’s ‘ 
over-emphasized,” she declared. “Sooner j 
or later you learn that it takes a minor ] 
place in the marriage cycle.” But if she 


only knew, sex in marriage is seldom 
over-emphasized. It is true that other ' 
factors, seldom thought of during the 
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white-hot passion of romance, rise to 
importance after the honeymoon is over. 
Among these are companionship, similar 
interests, the ability to adjust to the needs 
and desires of each other, the acceptance 
of common goals, and others. But under- 
neath it all still throbs the vibrant need 
of sex. For while a wife may fail her 
husband in any other marital endeavor, 
it will be sex first that steals him from 
her. A husband, for instance, may find 
his way into the arms of another woman 
simply because his own wife is an atro- 
cious cook, but apple pie is not likely to 
be the first thing he asks the other wom- 
an for. 

Thus, while there are many other fac- 
tors in-between, sex must be regarded as 
more or less the beginning and end of 
marriage. That is, of course, until the 
couple reaches an age where sex is more 
a memory than an actuality. 

But while it is true that the maiority 
of false beliefs about sex are held by 
women, men, too, come in for their share 
of misinformation. Beginning with such 
age-old falasies that oysters, raw eggs, 
peanuts, chili and other hot foods stimu- 
late sexual activity. (Except for supply- 
ing bodily energy, as any other foods, 
these are of absolutely no help. | 

Other men, in their simple-minded- 
ness, believe that a wife’s best insurance 
for connubial bliss is his own pre-mari- 
tal experience with the opposite sex. But 
as one Chicago woman put it: “When | 
buy a new car, | want performance, not 
experience.” So it is with a husband. 
A bride expects him to be able to per- 
form reasonably well, but she doesn’t 
want 30,000 miles on his speedometer. 

As a marriage progresses and the 
couple begin to get along in life, the hus- 
band may feel that his wife, going 
through the change, will lose interest in 
sexual activity. Such is not the case. She 
will no longer be able to bear children, 
but her sexual interest will decline only 
slightly with the passing years. Some 
philandering males, of course, choose to 
magnify their wives sexual disinterest 
only in order to justify their own wan- 
dering into greener pastures, which, in 
itself, is often the sign of middle-age 
panic, a malady more likely to strike the 
male of the species. 

The time for the young married couple 
to start out on the right foot sexually is 
on the honeymoon. This calls for pa- 





tience as well as understanding on the 
part of both members of the wedding. 
The new husband who tries to claim his 
bride with the gusto of a sailor visiting 
a house of ill-repute is courting disaster. 

By the same token, the uninitiated 
bride who has pre-decided that her wed- 
ding night will be an ordeal in which 
she must passively submit to the brute 
desires of her new mate is truly living 
in the dark ages. Sex was not invented 
solely for the gratification of male-kind: 
women should and do enjoy it. 

But the primary responsibility for set- 
ting the wife’s attitude toward marital 
sex rests with her husband. He must 
realize that women are constructed 
neither emotionally or physically as men, 
and thus their response to the idea of sex 
differs. The male, for instance, is easily 
aroused by suggestion, the sight of a 
provocative figure, by erotic literature 
or pictures, or even by those maddening 
perfumes—Desire, Irresistible, My Sin. 
The female, on the other hand, is likely 
to find much of this lewd or disgusting. 
She probably considers the sight of her 
husband in the near-nude slightly ridicu- 
lous, sexy pictures sickening. Instead, 
she requires appeal to her emotions to 
stir her sexual responses. The man who 
remembers often to tell her she looks 
pretty, to smell her hair as if it were 
fresh morning dew, to bring her little 








gifts when there is reason or no reason, 
is certain to get his reward. 

But even now is not the time for haste. 
Once woman is in the mood, she must be 
lulled gradually to the marital bed. A 
certain amount of kissing, caressing, and 
love words are necessary to arouse her 
eagerness to a pitch matching her hus- 
band’s, who, incidentally, got that way 
with practically no effort at all. 

And just how a husband is supposed 
to acquire this skillful technique with- 
out benefit of prior experience seems a 
logical question. But actually, informa- 
tion is all about him. Libraries and 
stores abound with books of marital ad- 
vice that get right to the heart of the 
matter. Also, a surprising number of 
national magazines carry much informa- 
tion that is helpful to the neophyte hus- 
band. Ignorance, then, is no excuse. 

But a wife also has the responsibility 
of understanding her husband’s chemical 
makeup, and should not become enraged 
to find, as she lies vibrant and alive in 
love’s afterglow, that her husband has 
gone sound asleep. It is not ingratitude, 
it is biology. 

Thus the ways of men and women 
would seem to differ, and it is the re- 
sponsibility of each young man and each 
young woman desiring to be joined in 
holy matrimony until death do they part 
to discover the variances and nature of 
these differences. Certainly it is impor- 
tant that people about to wed have simi- 
lar backgrounds and interests. This 
lends variety to the way they can spend 
a rainy evening. It is beneficial too if 
they can agree on such matters as the 
budget, the house they shall live in, how 
many children they shall have, and the 
church they shall attend. But it is in 
the quiet of night with their cares laid 
away for the day that the flower of their 
love reaches full bloom. It is not a mo- 
ment for suspicion, doubt, ignorance or 
impatience, for these are enemies of the 
artistry of love. Fear, old wives tales 
and conversatism are but intruders in 
the dark. In their places should be ten- 
derness, skill and understanding. These 
are the materials of which true love is 
woven. 

It may be true that a basic understand- 
ing of sex can not save a bad marriage, 
but it is equally true that a lack of such 
understanding can ruin a good one. 

Don’t let it happen to you. THE END 
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“They're a bunch of dirty cowards,” — 
Russell said, clutching the gun tightly. 
“They don’t dare show their faces.” 
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I had everything I wanted: a fine home, a 


loving husband. But a strange chain of 


events was to bare my life like an open book, 


revealing to the world its most sordid page 


MY PAST 


HE LAWYER for the Race Relations Committee looked 

at us across the table and said, “This is a big decision, 
Mr. and Mrs. Dunham. If you go through with it, there’s 
no backing out. Now, are you both sure you want to move 
into Edgewood Manor?” 

“Positive!” Russell said in his booming voice. 

The lawyer turned to me, waiting. The others waited, too 
—the members of the committee, the representative of the 
building and loan association, and my husband, Russell. | 
sat staring at the table, my mouth dry as dust. 

“You can understand why we must be especially careful 
in our selection of a tenant, Mrs. Dunham,” the lawyer ex- 
plained. “The committee has gotten the contractor to remove 
all restrictions, the loan association has arranged financing, 
and we’ve even won the cooperation of some of the Edge- 
wood Manor residents.” 

“Yes, we understand all that,” my husband said. 

The lawyer nodded. “I just want to make it perfectly 
clear. The family that moves into that exclusive development 
will be making history—pioneering, you might say. That’s 
why we must be sure they are hard-working law-abiding 
citizens. So if you have any reservations at all—” 

“None at all, have we, Elaina?” 

I forced myself to look up. Russell took my hand in his 
and smiled expectantly. “No,” I said in a low voice, “we 
have no reservations.” 

“Then it’s settled,” said the lawyer and handed over the 
papers we were to sign. Everybody was congratulating us 
and offering their help and advice. But I just wanted to be 
out of there. It was nothing I could put my finger on, but I 
had a premonition that there was trouble ahead. 

Later that evening, in our little cottage across the railroad 
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from Edgewood Manor, Russell 


rked about my behavior. “For a 
te there, | thought you had changed 
mind, honey,” he said. “It would 
left me out on a limb.” 


u know I’ll do whatever you think 
i told him listlessly. 


stared at me. “What / think best? 


you think it would be nice to live 


new house, be on the right side of 
icks for a change?” 
f course. Only—” I looked around 


home of the past three years. It 
»t new, but comfortable, and it was 
t real home I’d ever had. “Well. 
this place,” I told him. “We've 
happy here.” My eyes filled with 
nd I burst out, “Oh, Russell! 


Why can’t we just leave things like they 
are?” 

Russel] sat down and pulled me into 
his lap. “You know why we have to do 
this, Elaina, honey,” he said patiently. 
“We want a better life for our kid, and 
he’ll have it over in Edgewood Manor. 
They’ve kept our folk out of there ever 
since the development was built up. Now 
there’s a chance to break through.” 

“I know, darling,” I said, leaning my 
head against his chest. “I just wish it 
didn’t have to be us. I’m frightened.” 

“Not half as scared as 1 was most of 
the time in Korea,” he reminded me 
gently. “But out there, the thing that 
kept me going was knowing that some- 
day we could live anywhere we wanted. 


That’s why I can’t back down now.” 

Russell was very tender with me that 
night and perhaps because of my need 
to be reassured by his strength, I re 
sponded more eagerly than ever to his 
lovemaking. Later, I lay listening to his 
deep breathing, feeling the warmth of 
him beside me, and marveling at the 
miracle of our love. 

This was the happiest period of my 
life and I was afraid that even the slight- 
est change might spoil it. On that night, 
an even greater fear returned to threaten 
the even flow of our lives. It happened 
an eternity ago, it seemed as | lay un- 
able to sleep and not wanting to disturb 
Russell by getting up. And the things 
that had happened were so ugly and 








We were prisoners in our own 






home, suspicious of every foot- 






step in the dark, fearing every 






sound. We lived out each day 






in torment, each night in ter- 






ror, fighting an unseen enemy 






















shameful that they must have happened 
that to someone else. But as my thoughts 
need went back through time, I knew only too 
oe well that they had happened to me.. . 
his ] was a city girl, and the streets and 
. rooftops of Harlem were my playground. 
ia I played stickball with the boys and hid 
the behind tenement chimneys in games of 
hide-and-seek. And I learned about life 
ane —the ugly side. 

cht. Mama did her best to bring us up 
ht. right, my two sisters and I, but she had a 
on lot to fight against. She worked nights 
ail as a cleaning woman in one of the big 
om buildings downtown. During the day she 
th kept a close eye on us, but after she left 

es for work we were on our own. 
“Mind what I say,” she’d tell us as 























Ven 4vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’'s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 

looking for something that would 

glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 

appearance, RAVEEN may be the 

answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 

to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always_wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer 


Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


SOS Se SSS SSS SSS SS SS See e255 


RAVEEN Dept. T-6 

flonep back quarantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 

. 5 Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- . risk offer 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- OO! enclose $1.20 CO Send C.0.0. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full : 
purchase price will be immediately aon 
refunded. Address 


City State 
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There was only one thing 
to do in the end—tell the 
truth. But who would believe - 
me? Would my husband? 


she went out the door. “You girls be. 
have yourselves and don’t set foot out- 
side this house.” 

Mamie, who was the oldest, would 
say, “Don’t you worry, Mama, I’ll look © 
after them. [ll knock their heads to- 
gether if they start anything!” 

Then Mama’s tired face would look — 
young again with a teasing smile and — 
she’d say, “And who’s gonna look after 
you?” 

I guess she knew that Mamie, being 
sixteen, was already slipping out after 
Baby Sister and I were asleep. But we — 
didn’t have to go very far past our front 
door to get an eyeful and earful of the 
filth and rottenness you can only find ~ 
in an overcrowded slum. 

Down the hall lived the Clarks, whose 
regular Saturday night fights were — 
spiced with crashing furniture and foul 
language. Across the hall lived “Jamai- 
ca,” a numbers writer, who threw so 
many all-night parties his apartment was 
like a cabaret. And upstairs was old Mr. 
Jenks, who was always trying to lure 
little boys into his apartment. 

At night, Baby Sister and I could hear 
the couples sneaking up to the roof. 
Sometimes they didn’t wait until they 
reached the roof, but unscrewed the light 
bulb over the landing and made love in 
the dark corners of the hallway. 

We learned about sin and sex early. — 
But somehow Baby Sister and I escaped | 
the evil that was all around us: Mamie 
was not so lucky. It wasn’t long after she 
started slipping out when Mama was 
gone at night that Mamie left home to 
live with some man who ran a gambling 
flat. E 
Mama didn’t waste any tears over © 
Mamie. “She’s grown now,” Mama said © 
one night when Baby Sister asked her 
when Mamie was coming home. “Every 
tub has got to stand on its own bottom. — 
I just hope and pray that my other two 
girls turn out better than their big” 
sister.” 

| tried hard not to disappoint Mama. 
I studied hard in school and I never let — 
the boys take me into deserted basements — 
or up on the roof after dark. I’d seen 
and heard (Continued on Page 64) 
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“2 at The Important 
Dress for June 


ifter 

t we 
DREAMY DRESS, a 
filmy veil, flowers, soft 
music—these things go to- 
gether to make June a very 
romantic month, especially 
. for brides. Most important 
of all is the wedding dress, 
richly endowed with delicate 
lace detail and yards of bil- 
lowing chiffon or satin that 
every girl looks forward to 
wearing. Amid the excite- 
ment of bridal showers, stag 
parties and rehearsals, the 
bride-to-be has to budget her 
. time as well as her pocket- 
ly. aie = P mye. tn = book. Her wedding is the 
bate ene or a it is formal or infor- 


ront 
the 
find 


ear 
of. 
hey 
ght 


in 


nie 





he wedding picture, to be complete, is a 


uwmonious assembling of garments 


»m the traditional “something borrowed, 


»mething blue” garter, to the 
legant sweep of the bridal gown. 


\ll dacron backgrounds 
G. and G. Novelty Company 



































For the informal, 
short wedding dress, 
a shirred nylon tricot 
half slip is an ideal 
under garment. The 
lightly padded cotton 
bra will improve the 
bustline and insure a 
smoother fit. Slip by 
Seamprufe, $5.98; 
Bra by Perfect Form, 
Price, $1.50. 


Full length nylon tri- 
cot slip can be worn 
with chapel length 
wedding gown or set 
aside as an important 
item for the bride’s 
trousseau. Slip has 
full shirred skirt with 
rich lace trimming. 
By Seamprufe, $8.98. 
All white satin slip- 
pers by Capezio. 
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Pale pink cotton lace 
ensemble has scoop 
neckline and rows of 
tiny pink satin bands 
around the midriff. 
Matching coat has 
cuffed three quarter 
length sleeves. Dress 
by Junior Theme, 
$40; Hat by Modette 
of New York; all 
Gloves by Superb. 


Full skirted white 
cotton lace wedding 
gown with built-in 
net petticoats has 
dramatic satin bow 
attached to cummer- 
bund. Bodice front 
has bateau neckline 
dipping to a slight V 
in back. Dress by 
Junior Theme $25, 
Pearls by Marvella. 
















































SUMMER 
|ASTE-TEMPTERS 


BALANCED COMBINATION of 
sht and hearty or hot and cold 
planned to please calorie counters 
itisfy hungry diners. As usual, 
; are a popular summertime fav- 
during the hot months. When 
ed with zesty main dishes or 

ed as meals-in-themselves, they can’t 

Sea foods are also high on the 
1 can be served with equal ease in 
hes or cool, crisp salads. All foods 
portant in summer meal prepara- 

» satisfy the nutritional needs of 


Crispy Pizzas 
z summertime treat with an 
cent that’s especially good 
ds. The tiny pizzas are easy 
und easier to serve. See Page 
wr the tempting recipe. 
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Cheeseburger Pancakes 


Combine 147% cups whole bran cereal with 124, cups milk. Let stand for 15 minutes. Beat 
3 eggs with Y2 cup flour; stir in 1 tsp. salt and | tbsp. salad oil. Add to first mixtures 
Bake griddle cakes. Stuff with hamburger filling, top with tomato-cheese sauce and bake 


in oven 20 minutes. 


High Hat Tomatoes 


Cut Y% cup ripe olives in pieces. Combine 4 cup chopped onion with 1 tbsp. lemon juice. 
Blend in 1 tsp. mustard, 3 cup mayonnaise, 4/2 tsp. salt and Yg tsp. pepper. Dice 6 hard- 
cooked eggs into dressing, add olives and mix. Chill. Peel and core 6 tomatoes; fill with 
egg mixture. 





Crab and Cheese Soufflé 


Enjoy some elegant eating with a new summer dish that will surely please the entire family. 
It’s fun to cook, and quite failure-proof. Fresh crab is superb, but canned crab does very 
nicely. Make it early in the day and refrigerate. See Page 82 for this delectable recipe. 














CONVERTIBLE HAIR- STYLES 
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“Medium length hair is combed into a modified Italian-Boy Moderately long hair has deeply waved half bang with waves 
Sstyle with curls brought down on forehead. Rear view shows continuing on sides and back. Long shoulder length hair with 
mthe hair parted on the side with softly waved page boy effect. deep front waves has a half-twist pony-tail. 


AIR STYLES that take on the shape For special parties a simple hair style can be made more glamorous with a French twist. The 
hair is brushed up high in back and clasped into a rhinestone-studded hair gate which holds 
it closely to the head. Short bangs are fluffed and drawn across forehead for a soft effect. 






of the occasion are important for 
today’s woman who has to crowd many 
activities into her busy schedule. Long 
uice. § sittings at the beauty shop for intricate 
ard- } styles that are too difficult to maintain 
with } s&thome are not worth their short-lived 
beauty. The answer to this problem is 
aconvertible hairdo that can be combed 
into shape quickly and easily in a few 
minutes. 

When choosing such a hair style, be 
careful to select one that is suitable and 
becoming to you. Don’t blindly follow 
the latest style. Ask for help from your 
beautician and explain your wish for a 

































versatile hairdo that is easy to manage. 

Hair length is a deciding factor in 
styles, although much can be achieved 
through deft handling of the hair. In 
some instances a false hair piece, or at- 
tachment, can be used to give an illusion 
of long hair. Likewise, long hair can 
be arranged to take on the appearance 
of short hair. A becoming hair style will 
ily. lift your spirits and give you the poise 
ery and confidence you need. TAN’s hair 
| styles are by Landeros of New York. 
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istic upholstery is easy to care for and stays clean with 
asy surface lathering. Don’t get it dripping wet, and 
quickly with a clean damp sponge, then wipe dry. 


CLEAN-UP 
TIMt 


YOUR HOME really clean? On the surface 


it might look fairly respectable, but a more 


ching investigation reveals that a quick date 


th soap and water is on the agenda. Sooner or 


winter soil has to be removed, and now is 
best time to do so. If this isn’t the year for 


lecorating, it means you'll have to work 


ler to improve conditions. There are several 
thwhile tips to remember in house cleaning. 
first is to get as much help as possible from 
family. It’s no easy matter to thoroughly 
) a house or apartment from attic to base- 
Secondly, don’t try to do it all in one 
Allow at least a week, and more if necessary. 
esh clean look is ideal for spring and summer, 
ickle the job with energy, plan carefully, and 
't let a bit of dust escape your eagle eye. 
»r best results select a warm, sunshiny day 
housecleaning chores. The old-fashioned 
hod is to open windows wide, and put entire 


itents of closets out to air. This is an excellent 


to destroy any moth larvae that might be 
rnating for a summer of feasting. The warm 
ight and air is also very beneficial to clothes, 
iding the sun is not too hot. Clean one room 


2 time before tackling any others. 













* «a ‘com 
Soiled upholstery can be shampooed with a bowl of detergent suds, This 
then rinsed clean with clear water. Clean small areas at a ‘tim body 
using a circular motion. A flat knife removes excess suds. wate 








ie 





Nylon curtains are attractive, easy to maintain and give a fresh, airy 
look. They require little care after washing and dry in minutes. A 
light iron might be used to remove crinkles at the hem. 






5 i eno 
Test the lamp shade’s washability before submerging it in water. 
Plastic or Fiberglass shades are easily and quickly washed with 
soapy water and a sponge. Others may be dusted, or vac 














BEWARE THE 
OLIO SEASON 


y Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 


Northwestern University 


‘7F SPRING IS HERE, can summer 
| * be far behind?” Those words from 
a childhood rhyme come back to me, 
hut not too happily. For years the pedia- 
Wician has feared summer with its ac- 
‘ompanying poliomyelitis outbreaks. 
This shattering disease that can enter the 
body through the mouth with food or 
water, through the skin, or even be 
breathed through the nose, traditionally 
tlaimed most of its victims during the 
hot season, and then relaxed its hold 
when cool weather set in. 

© Fortunately, since 1955 this dreaded 
ippler and killer, not only of children 









"bat mothers and fathers as well, has been 
fonquered through the use of Salk 
" vaccine. 

Polio has been conquered, but igno- 
mmnce has not. Only this past week I had 





p example of a lovely young mother 
ho knew enough to have her three- 
-old son inoculated, but had neglect- 







i her own precious self. Now she, five 
months pregnant with her second child, 
was a victim of bulbar polio, the most 
deadly kind. 

If only she had gone to her local in- 
Mant welfare station, or her family physi- 
‘tian for her Salk vaccine inoculation her 
young son and husband might have been 
spared their mother and wife. 

Such tragedies need not be. The vac- 
“tine is safe and not expensive. Paralytic 
a lack rates have been 75-80 per cent 
wer among persons with one or more 
Roculations than among the unvacci- 
lated. Let me urge each of my readers 
i) see that each member of his family 
mas his Salk shots if they have not done 
'%. Check with your local health depart- 
Ment, or your family doctor. If you 
“have only had two shots, don’t forget the 
third one for maximum protection. 

The victory over paralytic polio is not 
complete, and will not be as long as the 
Vitus is able to attack our communities 


through the unprotected. 
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YOU DON'T HAVE TO BE RICH @@gm 
... 10 Be Rich Looking! = 


HALTER DRESS FOR FUN OR SUN 


Florida Stn Benily ant 
ay h3s a a 


Scroll pattern 
looks like real 
expensive soutache 
braid 
embroidery 












Was 159.95 


You'll look lovely! 
You'll feel younger! 


Glamorous Whirler in 
fine washable cotton, 
for perfect summer liv- 
ing . . . Colors: Black 
or Navy; each with 
white. 


Junior Sizes: 9, 11, 13, 
| ae 5.95 








Misses Sizes: 12, 14, 
16, 18, 20 5.95 





Half Sizes: 14%, 1614, 45 


164.2042, 
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sun Beauty” is for yOU--- 


“Fl 
That's why ¥* ai LOOK 1s EXPENSIVE! 
Cc 


jivery 
onty Send Coupon For Immediate 
‘ | Today: 
Don’t Deloy FREE STYLE BOOK 
. Be first to - NEW Spring and Summer 
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9 Florida ! 
Simply mail coupon or postcard! 









Please send me Florida Sun Beauty at 5.95 


0 C.O.D. (You poy C.0.D. fees plus postage) 
1 Money Order or Check Enclosed! 
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Quon. Size Color 2nd Color Total } 
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You can’t 

shut out 
CANCER 

this way 





EAR AND DELAY are the two most 
F potent allies ofcancer.Too many 
Americans needlessly lose their lives 
to cancer . . . because they put off 
going to their doctors. 


Many cancers are curable if 
treated in time. Even 15 years ago, 
medical science was saving 1 out of 
4 cancer patients. Today, it’s sav- 
ing 1 in 3. The odds would be even 
better if people would have a health 
checkup annually and be alert to 
cancer’s seven danger signals: 
1. Unusual bleeding or dis- 
charge. 2. A lump or thicken- 
ing in the breast or elsewhere. 
3. A sore that does not heal. 
4. Change in bowel or bladder 
habits. 5. Hoarseness or cough, 
6. Indigestion or difficulty in 
swallowing. 7. Changeina wart 
or mole. 

If your signal lasts longer than two 

weeks, go to your doctor to learn 

if it means cancer. 

Having a health checkup every 
year is the smart thing to do—a 
checkup is your best insurance 
against cancer. 

And it’s equally smart to send 
your check to help in the continu- 
ing fight against this merciless killer. 

Send your check to “Cancer” 
in care of your local post office, 


AMERICAN 
CANCER 
SOCIETY 











ie CINCINNATI, 37-year-old Alama Clardy applied for a divorce from her hus 

band Green Henry, 42, because he went to a fortuneteller who advised him “to 
go to Detroit where he could make more money.” Explained Mrs. Clardy: “He went, 
He'll be gone three years this Fourth of July.” 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., Mrs. Minnie May Payne lost a court battle to spend nights 
with her husband, Mahlon, who is serving a two to six year prison term for bur- 
glary, when a judge ruled that banishing such “visits” did not violate her constitu. 
tional rights. 


* * * 


In Fort Worth, Texas, 37-year-old Lewis Manuel stole a five-pound sack of feed 
from a grain warehouse, started a $12,000 fire, later explained to police: “I didn’t 
intend to burn down the building. I just wanted to destroy the evidence.” 


* * * 


In Alton Park, Ga., motorist Edward L. Jackson’s auto skidded 182 feet and: 
1) threw him from the car, 2) bounced back and ran over him before he could 
get up, 3) sent him with multiple injuries to a hospital where police charged him 
with careless driving and violating a safety lane ordinance. 


* * * 


In Baltimore, the friends of Larry Doby fan club sold 100 tickets to a dinner 
welcoming their newly-acquired hero, red-facedly had to return the money when 
Doby was quickly traded from Baltimore to Cleveland. 


oa * ob 


In Quitman, Miss., George Jackson, 47, decided to forego the usual ceremony 
of carrying his bride Flora Mae, 27, over the threshold of their home. Reason: 
She weighs over 600 pounds. 


At Fort Story, Va., Sgt. First Class Herbert L. Ripley proved such a good cook 
he was awarded the citation “Best Mess of the Month.” 


* * * 


In Little Rock, Ark., 83-year-old Thomas Johnson, recovering from minor sur- 
gery in a hospital, asked to be released immediately because, “I’ve got to take care 
of my 115-year-old mother.” 


es + * 


In Dayton, Ohio, a deaf-mute husband got in the last word in a quiet family 
argument by flashing a barrage in sign language, then quickly turning off the lights. 


* * * 


In Shaw, Miss., police decided that principal Joe H. Brown, jailed for three 
weeks, didn’t really burn down his own school after all. 
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No Other Man For Me 


(Continued from Page 31) 


said slowly, “after all, you were the one 
who was talking about how some South- 
town girls act and what fellows expect, and 
then you go out and jazz it up yourself.” 

“I don’t know what you're talking 
about,” I told her with astonishment. 

“Well, all I can say is.” she replied, 
“that you should be more careful about 
the fellows you give in to. Robert Williams 
has told just about every boy in school 
what the two of you did.” 

“What do you mean?” I demanded, 
“what the two of us did? Robert took me 
home when we left the Green Lantern.” 

“Really?” Lelia said in a tone that gave 
away her disbelief. “And nothing hap- 
pened?” She raised one eyebrow. 

“Well—” I said slowly, “not quite.” 

“Ah ha!” Lelia said. 

“What I mean is,” I went on, “Robert 
and I had a little argument. He wanted to 
kiss me goodnight. and I let—just a little 
kiss—but then he kissed me again without 
me letting him and started doing crazy 
things with his hands and I got angry and 
told him off.” 

“That’s all that happened?” Lelia asked 
incredulously. 

“Sure, that’s all,” I told her, “except for 
me getting out of the car and slamming 
the door in his face.” 

Lelia looked at me real hard for a min- 
ute. “Oh, Carrie.” she said finally. “that 
isn’t the way Robert is telling it at all. He’s 
telling everybody that you—well, I guess 
that’s just his way of getting back at you.” 

“You mean everybody thinks that I let 
Robert do something—” 

“They’re thinking it because Robert is 
telling it,” Lelia cut in. 

“Well it’s a lie!” I snapped. “I'll tell 
them that it’s a lie! T’Il—” 

“No, Carrie, that would only make it 
worse.” Lelia said. “Look, I’m your friend, 
I believe you. But if you start denying it 
out loud, it will go on and on. This way it 
will die down quickly. Besides, lots of girls 
really have done it, so there’s nothing so 
special about you having done it.” 

“But I didn’t do it,” I protested. 

“Well, you know that, and I believe 
you,” she replied. “That’s all that matters.” 

didn’t say anything else. I was too 
stunned. How could anybody do such a 
vicious, mean thing, I wondered. It was 
just another cheap trick. I decided; an- 
other cheap trick that boys play on girls. 
And after that, I was more bitter than ever. 


T GRADUATED from high school that 

June, and while some of the kids made 
plans for going to college, I went to work 
like my friends who lived in Southtown. It 
Wasn’t much of a job, just a cashier in a 





grocery market. But I figured I would be 
able to save enough money to go to busi- 
ness school at night and maybe become a 
good secretary. 

I had been working in the grocery store 
for about a month the day I first met 
Tommy. It was in Ma Baker’s Cafe on the 
corner where I went to lunch every day. A 
lot of the kids from high school who were 
working then ate there because the food 
was cheap, and they would serve you beer, 
even if you were still underage. It was 
unusually hot that day when I went in and 
sat down at the lunch counter, picking up 
the menu. 

“Tl have the special,” I told the wait- 
ress listlessly. The special didn’t look 
especially appetizing. but it cost less than 
anything else on the menu and it was too 
hot to eat anyway. 

It was then that I looked up and saw 
Robert Williams, standing by the juke box 
and talking with a tall, good-looking boy in 
a short-sleeved, open-collared shirt. I looked 
at them briefly and then turned away. I 
hated the sight of Robert Williams. 

But pretty soon the boy he was talking 
to came over and sat down on the stool 
beside me. “This is as good a way to get 
ptomaine poison as I know of,” he said to 
me with a wide grin as he picked up a 
menu. I didn’t answer him. 

“What’ll it be?” the waitress asked non- 
chalantly as she wiped off a place on the 
counter before him. 

“Well, let’s see now,” he said slowly. “I 
think T’'ll have what you're eating.” He 
turned to me as he spoke. “What is it, in- 
cidentally?” 

“Tt’s the special,” the waitress said dully. 
I was glad she answered so I wouldn’t have 
to speak to him. 

But he was persistent. “Well,” he said 
looking at me, “do you recommend it?” 

“If you want it, order it.” I said, not 
bothering to look at him. 

But my manner didn’t stop him. “Okay,” 
he told the waitress cheerfully, “bring me 
the special.” Then he began studying the 
menu again. “Now, let’s see. What’ll we 
have for dessert?” Again he looked at me. 

That did it. “Look,” I snapped, turning 
to him. “I don’t know what that Robert 
Williams told you, but I’m no pickup, you 
understand. Don’t think you can just walk 
up and—” 

“Hey! Hold on a minute.” the boy said. 
“Robert hasn’t told me anything except 
your name. I’ll admit to asking that.” 

I glared at him for a long while, but now 
that I had my angry little outburst, I didn’t 
know what else to say, and I felt a little 
foolish. 

“That’s a real good-sized chip you’ve got 





No Douche 
Protects Like 


Zonitors 


Women Find 


Gynecologist reports on new, 
easy, more positive method 
of Feminine Hygiene— 
provides continuous protection 





New York, N. Y. (Special) At last, science 
has developed a method of feminine hy- 
giene a woman can use with confidence 
because it gives the —— protection 
of an antiseptic douche-but does it imme- 
diately and for a prolonged period—as no 
douche can. So quick and easy, this new 
method depends on remarkable vaginal 
suppositories, called Zonitors. 





Works Instantly For Hours! 


Once inserted, Zonitors dissolve gradually, 
coating tissues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours—and are ready to 
work instantly. Zonitors guard against— 
destroy odors completely, too—helping to 
maintain a high degree of comfort, con- 
venience, safety and personal daintiness 
not possible with douches. 


Zonitors’ amazing effectiveness is due to 
one of the most potent antiseptic princi- 
ples ever developed — the discovery of a 
prominent surgeon and chemist. 


Doctor’s Discovery — Hospital Proved! 


Zonitors were thoroughly tested in a large 
Eastern hospital. The supervising gyne- 
cologist pronounced them unusually effec- 
tive, yet safe and non-irritating. They 
are now available without prescription in 
local drugstores. 

Zonitors are greaseless and stainless—cost 
little for 12 dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually packed to carry 
conveniently in a purse. 


MAIL COUPON NOW! 


‘ 

: Dunbar Laboratories, Wayne, N. J. 

+ Dept. (T-6) 

‘ 

« Please send me trial supply of Zonitors and new 
‘ booklet giving complete intimate facts (mailed 
‘ in plain wrapper) I enclose 10¢ to cover 
: handling 

« Name 
‘ 

' 

‘ 

’ 

' 

' 

' 

‘ 

‘ 





Address 





City State, 





Offer good only in the U.S. 














on your shoulder,” Tommy said finally. 

“Yeah,” I said sullenly, “Courtesy of 
some boys I once knew.” 

“Do want to tell me about it?” 
Tommy asked, raising one eyebrow quiz- 
zically. 

“Tt isn’t anything like you’re thinking,” 
[ said quickly. 

“T don’t think anything,” he said, “until 
[ hear it from you.” 

[ looked into his face again, this time 
really seeing him. His hair was cut very 
close in a crew-cut style, giving his golden 
brown face an even younger look. His eyes 
ere deep-set, but there was nothing seri- 

is about them. Instead, they seemed to 
dance about. He was tall, even with him 
itting down I could tell that, and I won- 
lered if he were not a pretty good basket- 
ball player. Somehow, as I looked at him, 
he face seemed familiar. 

\s if in answer to my unasked question, 
“lm Tommy Andrews. Since 
there’s nobody else around to introduce 


you 


he said: 


“Well, you seem to already know who I 

1.” I said. 

Sure,” he answered, “Carrie Johnson.” 

‘Do I know you from someplace?” I 
isked. 

“Maybe,” he said. “I used to go to 
Lincoln High School, but I’ve heen going 
to college for a year. I worked the year 
before that, but my old man nearly blew 
his top because I didn’t go to college right 

iy, so I finally had to give in.” 

“Oh. I know you,” I said. “You’re Dr. 
John Andrews son.” 

“T plead guilty,” Tommy said. smiling 
brightly. 

[ did remember him. He had been one of 
the best-looking boys in our high school, 
but since he was a couple of grades ahead 
if me, I never got to know him, and I don’t 
think he ever realized that I existed. 

Conversation between us came easy after 
that. I explained to him that I was work- 

at the supermarket up the street, and 
he told me that he was just loafing. 

“T told my old man that when I wanted 

work he didn’t want me to, so now that 
[ was doing what he wanted by going to 
ollege. I had decided he could support me 
full time.” Tommy said, laughing. 

[ almost didn’t realize when my lunch 
hour was up, and when I left, Tommy said 
he would see me again some time in the 

re. 

\bout three days later he was there 

and to my own surprise, I found 

yself a little glad to see him. We laughed 

nd talked all through lunch, and when I 

ready to go back to work, Tommy 

isked me if I would like to go for a ride 
that evening in his convertible. 

| bought it with the money I earned the 

r | was working,” he explained. “There 
wasn’t much else to do with the dough.” 

| looked at him for a moment, undecided, 

id then he placed his hand on mine. 
Please say yes,” he said softly. 


} 
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“Okay,” I told him. “Pick me up when 
the store closes at six.” 

Back at the store, I was sorry I had 
agreed to go riding with Tommy. I re- 
membered Robert Williams and some of 
the other boys back at school—the ones 
who whistled at me when I walked by, who 
pinched me in crowds in the school cor- 
ridors, who wrote little nasty notes and 
slipped them into my books. By closing- 
time, I was hoping Tommy had forgotten 
all about me. 

But he hadn’t. He was waiting outside in 
a shiny yellow convertible with the top 
down. He opened the door for me and I 
slid into the car wordlessly. He took off 
and it was several minutes before either of 
us spoke. 

“Well, are you ready to talk about it 
yet?” he said finally. 

“Talk about what?” I asked. 

“Whatever is bothering you,” he replied. 

“Nothing is bothering me.” I told him. 

“Oh,” he said. “Then this is your usual 
happy reaction when going for a ride.” A 
grin swept his face. 

“Well, no.” I said. “I guess I was just 
thinking.” 

“Then only think pleasant thoughts if 
we're going to think at all,” he said. 

I glanced at him and saw he was looking 
at me out of the corner of his eye and had 
a smile on his face. Just watching his 
smile seemed to make the whole world 
brighter. 

We rode around for a while and finally 
went to a drive-in movie. where we got 
sandwiches and milk shakes, then Tommy 
drove me home. 

I couldn’t help worrying about what 
would happen when I started to get out 
of the car, and I wasn’t sure what I would 
do if he tried to kiss Luckily. he 
didn’t. We just said goodnight and I went 
in. An hour after I was inside the house, 
I suddenly noticed I was still humming a 
song from the movie we saw. 


me. 


OMMY PICKED ME UP every evening 

after work for the rest of the week, and 
it seemed that my life did not begin for 
me each day until six p.m. when I walked 
out into the summer sunshine and found 
him waiting. He was different from the 
rest of the boys I had known. He was older, 
more mature. He had none of the childish 
traits of Robert Williams and the other 
boys in high school. He wasn’t awkward or 
anything, and when I had let him kiss me 
the third night he drove me home. his kiss 
had been quick and sweet and gentle. 

On Saturday night Tommy suggested that 
we make full use of Sunday. It was a won- 
derful idea. I did not want to sit around 
the house all day. In fact, I did not want 
to wait one minute longer than necessary 
to see Tommy. 

“We could go on a picnic,” I said 
brightly. “I could fix a basket for us and 
we could drive up to Rock Creek.” 

“Fine,” Tommy said. “Shall 
started early?” 


we get 


~The earlier the better,” I told him. 

“How about ten o’clock?” Tommy askej 

“Just try me and see,” I said. 

Five minutes past ten the next morning 
Tommy’s horn blew outside my door. Boy 
I said to myself as I picked up the lung 
basket and went out to him, wait ’til th 
neighbors get a load of this: the rich 
doctor’s son from across the tracks rolling 
up in his new convertible on a Sunday 
morning to pick up a girl in Southtown, 

[ was still laughing to myself when I go 
into Tommy’s car. 

“Now that’s the way I like to see , 
woman in the morning,” Tommy said 
cheerfully, “happy and beautiful.” 

“Tt’s this food that you want to see,” | 
said with a laugh. “All you men are jug 
alike.” Then I added to myself: J hope that 
ist true. 

“Did you bring a bathing suit?” Tommy 
asked. 

“T don’t own a bathing suit,” I replied, 

“What, no bathing suit for that figure of 
yours?” he demanded. rolling his eyes 
playfully. 

“Down. boy,” I told him. 

Looking back later, I thought that day 
was the happiest of my life. I laid out 
lunch while Tommy went for a dip in the 
water. We had found a quiet, grassy spot, 
and there didn’t seem to be another soul 
for miles. After we ate, we listened a 
while to the portable radio that Tommy 
brought along, then we both fell asleep 
under the trees. It was so peaceful, so 
serene, and I felt that I had never known 
true happiness until that day. 

~“[ think maybe we had better get 
started back.” I said finally as I noticed 
the sun sinking in the hills across the lake. 

“No,” Tommy said. “It’s been too beau- 
tiful. I don’t want it to end.” 

His eyes met mine, and without thinking 
I said: “I don’t want it to end either. 
Tommy.” 

And then we were locked in each other's 
arms. tighter than ever before. And we 
were kissing, deeper than ever before. And 
I felt passionate desire grow within me, as 
I had never felt before. I was aware of 
what was happening, yet totally unaware. 
[ knew that I was giving in to Tommy. 
yet nothing like that seemed to be happen- 
ing at all. We were in Paradise. he and L 
There was no world but our world, and 
nothing in our world was wrong. 

Later, Tommy lay on his back, smoking 
a cigarette and counting the stars in the 
Big Dipper. “Do you know how many there 
are?” he asked me, still looking up. 

“I don’t really care.” I said, “as long as 
they’re there.” I was lying on my side, 
snuggled close to him and making little 
circles on his ear lobe with my finger. 
“Tommy,” I asked quietly, “do you love 
me?” 

He slipped one arm around me and 
squeezed me tight. “I love you,” he said. 
without looking at me. 
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We lay there a little while longer, then 
got up, pic ‘ked up our things, and drove 


home. 


HAT WAS HOW it began. Tommy 

picked me up two days later when I 
got off from work. We drove around a 
while, then he took me home. “I hate to 
cut it short.” he told me. “but there’s a 
party over at Ed Wilson’s house and I 
promised I’d be there.” 

“Oh,” I said, “Ed Wilson? The boy 
whose father is an attorney?” 

“Yeah,” Tommy said. “He and I used to 
go to school together.” 

“Well, have fun, and think about me,” 
I told Tommy with a smile. 

“Sure,” Tommy replied. “I'll think about 
you.” 

" It was two nights later before I saw him 
again, and I realized then, from the way 
Ihad missed him, how much I loved him. 

“There’s a little sunlight left. Carrie.” 
he said. “Why don’t we drive up to Rock 
Creek?” 

His words set my heart singing. “Yes,” 
| said, leaning my head over on his shoul- 
der, “let’s do.” 

It was nearly dark when we got there, 
but that was fine with Tommy and me. 
Our world was even more private in the 
darkness, and we took our love under a 
blanket of stars. This time I found 
Tommy’s kiss, his caress. his love-making, 
even more exciting than before. and I 
knew that truly this was love. 

As we drove back home, I asked: “What 
about Sunday. Tommy? Do you want to 
go on another picnic?” 

“Td thought about it.” he answered, 
“but the old folk are turning over the 
Idlewild beach house to us for the day, 
and a bunch of the kids are planning to 
make an all-day affair of it.” 

The beach house was owned by a group 
of professional men. It was something like 
a country club where they had parties and 
dances and things. The party that the 
kids were going to have sounded like fun, 
and I thought Tommy meant that we would 
go there instead of on a picnic. But 
although I saw him again before that 
Sunday, he did not mention the affair. and 
it fnally dawned on me that I was not 
being invited. At first I was a little hurt, 
but then I decided that maybe since the 
kids were only taking over the place from 
their folk, they couldn’t invite outsiders— 
not outsiders from Southtown. 

Any resentment I might have had was 
soon forgotten on Monday evening when 
Tommy picked me up after work. We went 
to a drive-in movie and saw a double- 
feature. 

That Tuesday, at lunch time. Tommy 
was in Ma Baker’s Cafe with a crowd of 
fellows and some girls. They were all 
laughing and talking over in a couple of 
the booths when I walked in, and as I 
crossed to lunch counter, Tommy looked 
at me and waved. It was just a greeting 
though, he wasn’t waving me over to where 
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hey were. He came over later and spoke. 
[ thought we might drive up to Rock 

Creek: this evening,” he said. “But these 
razy kids are talking about having an- 
ther party, and it seems that I’m elected 
» throw it at my house.” 

“Oh?” I murmured, not knowing quite 

hat else to say. 

‘Let’s take a raincheck on it, huh,” 
fommy went on. “I'll pick you up tomor- 
ow evening.” 

‘Okay, Tommy,” I said, and swung my 

ol around from him. I didn’t want him 

see the hurt look which I knew must 
ave been upon my face. I’m not good 
nough to go to his own house, I thought 
yittel ly. 

lommy turned and walked back over 
» the crowd. Minutes later I glanced over 
it them and recognized several of the kids. 
[hey all came from the best families— 
Northtown families. A few minutes later I 


heard a girl I recognized as Clara Wingate, 


I 


ughing loudly. “Tommy’s been slumming 
itely, we hear,” she said loudly, “so we 
|| came over to see where he was hiding 
t 
They all laughed loudly at that. It was 
me joke. I got up, paid my check and 
ilked out without finishing my lunch. 
lommy did not pick me up the next 
xht as he had promised, but he came the 
eht after that. When I got into his car, 
t must have been pretty obvious that some- 
ng was on my mind. 
Why the sour face?” he asked quickly. 
Nothing,” I lied. “Nothing at all, ex- 
pt when you tell me that you’re going 
pick me up, I sort of expect you to be 
anal 
“Yeah, I know,” he said. “I’m sorry 
bout that, but I sort of got hung up with 
ne of the guys.” 
‘Some of the guys or some of the girls?” 
isked pointedly. 
Now don’t be catty,” Tommy said. 
What is this, Twenty Questions? You 
ow how it is, you’re out goofing around 
|| day, somebody says let’s do something 
id you all start out and time just gets 
vay from you.” 
‘Well, I wouldn’t know about that,” I 
id. “I don’t goof around all day. I have 
Is that supposed to be a hint?” Tommy 
€ manded. 
“No,” I said. “If you don’t have to work, 
t’s your business.” 
‘Then what’s all the argument about?” 
isked. 
‘I’m not arguing,” I said, biting my lip 
try to hold back the tears. But it was 
use. Pretty soon I had to take out a 
ndkerchief. 
Well. this is turning into a fine eve- 
ing,” Tommy said. 
I’m sorry to spoil it for you,” I count- 
ed. “Just take me home and I’m sure 
ou can find some of your friends to spend 
he rest of it with.” 
lommy drove on in silence for a while, 


=4 


and | huddled in the corner of the car 
with my head down. Finally, I noticed we 
had been driving a long time. so I raised 
up. “Where are we going?” I asked. 

“TI thought maybe Rock Creek would 
get you in a better mood,” Tommy said. 

“T don’t want to go to Rock Creek,” I 
told him. 

“Now I know something is wrong,” 
Tommy said, “I’ve never heard you com- 
plain about Rock Creek before.” He gave 
me a sly grin. 

“Just take me home,” I told him. 

“Sure I will,” he said. “ 
much later.” He stepped on the gas. 

A sign on the side of the road said: 
“Rock Creek 2 miles.” 

It was three days later before I saw 
Tommy again. He came into Ma Baker’s 
while I was having lunch. “Where are your 
friends?” I asked him, “the ones who came 
slumming with you the other day.” 

Tommy shrugged his shoulders without 
saying anything. I ate in silence for a few 
minutes, and Tommy didn’t have much to 
say either. 

“Tommy,” I said finally, “why is it I 
never meet any of your friends?” 

“What do you mean?” he asked, looking 
up at me suddenly. 

“Well, you didn’t introduce me to any 
of them the other day. Some of them I 
remember from high school. but that’s 
been a long time ago. And you’ve never 
taken me to any of the parties you’re 
always going to. We never seem to go any- 
place but to drive-in movies and up to 
Rock Creek.” 

“Well———” Tommy said slowly. “We 
just seemed to always like to be alone to- 
gether. Or at least I thought we did.” 

“Sure. Tommy,” I said, “But I would 
like.to meet some of the people you go 
around with. I’d like for your friends to 
be my friends too.” 

“They’re just a bunch of kids,” Tommy 
said, waving his hand emptily. 

“I’m just a kid, too, Tommy,” I said 
solemnly, looking into his eyes. “A kid who 
loves you very much.” 

Tommy looked at me kind of funny, and 
I suddenly blushed with embarrassment 
and began nibbling at the food on my 
plate. 


later, 


T WAS ALMOST a week before I saw 
Tommy again, and I realized with a 
mounting fear that something was wrong. 
There had to be. I loved him, I wanted to 
see him everyday. If he loved me the same 
way, he wouldn’t stay away from me the 
way he did. 

I had gone home from work that Satur- 
day night when he telephoned. It was very 
rarely that he called me. We either met in 
Ma Baker’s or at the store after work. 

“Hi,” he said cheerfully on the phone. 
“What are you doing?” 

“Nothing,” I told him. 

“Then how about putting on your 
prettiest dress and I'll come by and pick 
you up.” 


I was startled. Tommy had never mep. 
tioned anything about dressing before, My 
heart leaped. “Where are we going?” | 
asked excitedly. 

“Ed Wilson’s folk are out of town,” he 
answered, “so the gang is getting together 
over there again.” 

“T'll be ready in half an hour.” [ said 
happily. 

The cool summer breeze seemed to be 
singing a song all its own forty-five min. 
utes later as Tommy and I drove to Eq 
Wilson’s house. I felt warm and alive and 
a part of a gayer world than the one I had 
so long existed in. 

The Wilson home was a big, split level 
place with a fireplace, wall-to-wall carpet. 
ing and gleaming blonde furniture. One 
or two young couples—kids I didn’t know 
—were sitting in the living room. A couple 
of more were out in the kitchen, raiding 
the icebox, and there were several others 
down in what I learned later was called 
the rathskeller—a basement room with 
paneled walls and tiled ceiling and a bar 
and everything. It was pretty dark down 
there, and most of the kids seemed to be 
taking advantage of it, necking and carry. 
ing on. Most of them didn’t bother to pay 
much attention to me when Tomny 
brought me in. 

“Maybe I really shouldn’t have come, 
Tommy,” I whispered finally, feeling ter. 
ribly nervous and out of place. 

“Don’t mind them,” Tommy answered, 
waving his hand around, “They’re all just 
kind of busy right now. Come on, have a 
drink.” 

I walked over to the bar with Tommy 
and he went around behind it and started 
mixing some liquor and ice cubes and 
things. “What’ll you have?” he asked me 
after he had fixed his own. 

“Well. I—I really don’t drink, Tommy,” 
I said, a little embarrassed. “But I'll drink 
whatever you’re having,” I added quickly. 

“That’s the girl,” Tommy said spiritedly. 

We took our drinks and went over toa 
corner of the room and sat on some pillows 
on the floor. Pretty soon some of the kids 
began stirring and said hello to us as they 
passed by. One of them was Robert 
Williams. 

\ smile froze on my face when I first 
saw him. 

“Well, look who’s here,” he gloated as 
he looked down on me. 

I wanted to turn away from him, or say 
something nasty, but I couldn’t. That 
would be the wrong thing to do just when 
I wanted the kids there to accept me 9 
badly. So I just nodded to him and said 
softly: “Hello, Robert.” 

When we finished our drinks Tommy 
went and got two more, and pretty soon 
I began to feel a warm, glowing sensation. 
After another half-hour and a third drink 
everything began to look a little hazy. and 
some of the words I said while I was talk 
ing to Tommy didn’t seem to come out just 
right. 

“Come on,” he said finally. “let's fil 
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up our glasses and then we'll take a look 
around the joint.” He helped me up from 
the floor and I had to lean against him 
for a minute to steady myself. 

Our “look around the joint” ended up 
being a fast trip to an upstairs bedroom, 
but I had drunk too much to be scared or 
outraged or ashamed. It seemed exciting, 
and for the first time, Tommy and I made 
passionate love in the seclusion of our 
very. own room. He loved me and he was 
mine, he had proved it by bringing me 
here tonight. And all of the joy I felt I 
tried to translate to Tommy in our love- 
making. 

Afterwards, I lay spent and dazed with 
sleep crowding in on me from all sides, 
and finally Tommy’s voice seemed to be 
coming from farther and father away until 
at last I couldn’t hear him at all, and the 
darkness was complete. 

It seemed like ages later when my senses 
returned. Slowly at first, so slowly that I 
was hardly aware of the body pressed 
tightly against mine, of the deep, pas- 
sionate breathing in my ear. Gradually the 
fog cleared and I whispered Tommy’s 
name, running my hand up his neck and 
over his head. 

“Tommy, please,” I whispered, taking 
his face in my hands and kissing him. 

And then a sudden chill swept over me 
as some strange sense told me the awful 
truhh—it was not Tommy; it was Robert 
Williams! 

I don’t remember much after that, ex- 
cept screaming and hearing Robert say: 
“For crying out loud, shut up! Do you 
want everybody in the house to come run- 
ning up here?” 

But I was crying and screaming and 
hysterical and I don’t know if everybody 
came up there or not. Later, I was aware 
that Tommy was driving me home, but the 
only sound made inside the car that night 
was the sound of my own broken sobbing. 


HAT WAS a year ago. Today, [ still 
live across the tracks in Southtown. I 
suppose I will always live here. There is 
just my stepfather, myself, and my young 
son, Jackie. He looks a lot like Tommy, 
but I can not say for certain. It is not 
really important now. I would never marry 
Tommy, not after what he did, for I know 
that what happened with Robert and me 
must have been his fault. In fact, Tommy 
never denied it. “I thought Robert was 
the first one with you anyway,” he told me. 
There will never be another man in my 
life except Jackie. I have suffered too 
much and I am too bitter to even think 
I could ever love again. And somehow, all 
this had made my stepfather and me closer 
together. He talks to me now, and he is 
crazy about Jackie. He seems to think 
that maybe this is somehow his fault, that 
he never tried to be a real father to me. 
All this doesn’t matter. I loved too hard 
too easily, and I am paying my price. 


THE END 


Hollywood To Harlem 
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work for the church. 


Lillian Randolph, best known for 
her comedy roles in radio as Madame 
Queen of “Amos and Andy” and Birdie in 
“The Great Gildersleeve” is 
comeback in her original career 


staging a 
blues 


singer. 


Cold, cold weather in Miami forced 
the closure of Cab Calloway’s Cotton Club 
at what should have been the height of the 
season, so dancers Paul Meeres Jr. and 
partner, LaRaine. hotfooted it on down to 
their native Nassau, leaving the rest of the 
troupe to find a warm spot on their own. 


A joint in San Francisco called The 
Macumba has shuttered but not because of 
the weather—a shortage of loot instead. 
One of the principal owners was Don 
Barksdale, ex-pro basketball player who’s 
now a deejay. 


Piano whiz Phineas Newborn has 
just returned to work at the keyboard after 
spending a brief period in a rest home 
following a nervous collapse. However, he 
is worrying friends again because they fear 
behind battling the tantrums of his wife, 
ex-model Dorothy Stewart, he may flip 
again. 


The European sweetie of a well- 
known crooner, who recently wed his ex- 
girlfriend of longstanding. switched her 
attentions briefly to one of the singing 
Platters. 


Jazz pianist Hazel Scott, in Paris 
and taking her acting serious, makes her 
French film debut in Le Desordre et la 
Nuit (Disorder and the Night), a “who- 
dunnit” murder mystery, playing opposite 
French stars Jean Gabin and Danielle Dar- 
rieux. 


A couple of Italian movie producers 
persuaded Sally Neal to take a leave of 
absence from her chores as featured singer 
and dancer in Lena Horne’s Broadway 
show Jamaica to star in a film for them. 
The production, The Rainbow Island, will 
naturally be shot on an island somewhere. 


Harry Belafonte’s two co-stars in 
his first independently produced movie will 
be Swedish actress Inger Stevens and Mel 
Ferrer. The story titled. End Of The World 
promises to be a real chiller—all about the 
only three survivors of a nuclear attack on 
New York City. Most of the scenes were 
shot in the big city on Sunday while no 
one was on the streets. 


Seems like Dorothy Dandridge’s 
film Tomango, in which she stars with Ger- 
man actor, Curt Jurgens, will not be seen 
by U. S. audiences. Censors say too sexy. 
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I Dared Him To Sin 


(Continued from Page 21) 


“Now that’s much better,” Alan said. 

I wasn’t so sure. I wondered if Royce 
really meant that toast. When he finally 
cot around to asking me to dance, I asked 
him. He laughed gaily. “Of course I meant 
it. Every word,” he said. 

“Then why do you always belittle me? 
Tonight wasn’t the first time.” 

Royce whirled me around a couple of 
times before answering. “Because I think 
women who are vain need to be jolted 
every now and then.” 

[ stopped dancing. “Take me back to the 
table,” I said. 

“But, Sandra, I’m not through dancing.” 

“You're through dancing with me!” I 
snapped, and turned and left him standing 
here. 

Later, when we got home that night, 
\lan and I had our first quarrel. He was 
helping me off with my gown and stopped 
to press a kiss on my bare shoulder. 
‘You're supposed to be unzipping me, Mr. 
Mayson,” I said. 

“T can’t help it if you’re so lovely, Mrs. 
Mayson!” 
other shoulder. “I had a wonderful eve- 
ning, Sandra,” Alan whispered. 

“Well, J certainly didn’t!” I said, draw- 
ng myself up. “I had a miserable time, 
hanks to Royce Wallace.” 

Now, please don’t upset 
oney.” 

“He’s conceited, he’s a smart alec, he’s 
ynical and insulting,” I continued, my 
inger mounting. 

\lan shrugged his shoulders and stared 

the floor. “He’s my friend,” he said 
mply. 

‘Then you should be ashamed to admit 

’ I snapped. “Do you know what he said 
» me out on the dance floor tonight? He 
aid I was vain. Me—vain!” 

I glanced at myself in the full length 
loor mirror and made sure my face regis- 
tered the right amount of pain and anger. 
\lan was quick to defend his friend and I 

is right back with every stinging criti- 
ism I could think of. Finally, Alan threw 
ip his hands and shouted, “Even if there 
vas no truth in what he said, what do you 
int me to do, punch him in the nose?” 

‘What do you mean ‘if there was no 
ruth in it??” I yelled back. “Now you’re 

ying I’m vain too. Get out! Get out of 
ere! 

\lan stomped out of the bedroom and I 
lammed the door behind him. Then I went 
back to the mirror, holding my gown up 
iround me, and surveyed myself. I let the 
own slip to the floor and stepped out of 
it. The sheer lingerie accentuated the full, 
urves of my figure. 

Was I really vain? I asked myself now 
that there was no need to put on an act. 
Was it vain of a person to believe it when 


yourself, 
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people had been telling you how pretty 
you were all your life? Was it vanity to 
be pleased that you had a figure women 
envied and men admired? Did the desire 
to excite men make one vain? 

All these things were true about me, yet 
I had never thought of myself as being 
vain. I was not stupid enough to consider 
myself a modest little shrinking violet, but 
I knew that all women had a streak of 
vanity in them. And I told myself I was 
no different from any other woman in that 
respect. 

Oh, I knew that it was easy for me to 
charm men—and I did so at every oppor- 
tunity; and I paid little attention to anyone 
who was not quite on my level. But it all 
came quite naturally to me and I never 
gave it much thought. 

Now, what Royce Wallace had said had 
angered me far out of proportion to the 
meaning of his words. Was that because 
it was true? Or was it because Royce 


Wallace had said it? 


’‘D MET Alan and Royce at the same 

time. It couldn’t have been any other 
way because they were inseparable. But 
I remember it was Royce I'd noticed first. 
He was not tall but he was very attractive, 
a neat dresser and quite experienced with 
women. I think it was his eyes that in- 
trigued me most. They had a gay, carefree 
sparkle and seemed always to be silently 
laughing at something. 

By contrast, Alan was big and slow- 
moving. Although his clothes were expen- 
sive, he seemed uncomfortable when he 
was all dressed up. Alan was shy and ill 
at ease around girls. 

The two of them practically swept me 
off my feet at the dance where I was one 
of the hostesses. It was a masquerade ball 
for charity and I was dressed as a pirate 
in a blouse and shorts that showed my 
figure off to best advantage. Alan and 
Royce were in evening clothes. 

“Why didn’t you wear costumes?” I 
asked when they invited me to have a 
drink at their table. 

Alan explained with a smile, “I refused 
to make myself look ridiculous.” 

“So, I wouldn’t wear a costume if he 
wouldn’t,” Royce said. 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Why not?” Alan appeared surprised 
that I asked. “Well, because, that’s all.” 

I laughed. “That’s supposed to be a 
woman’s reason—because.” 

Alan looked flustered and turned to 
Royce for help. Royce said. “We always 
do things together. that’s why. We grew 
up together, went into the army together, 
and now we're business partners.” 

As I got to know them better, I learned 
to my sorrow how close they were. On my 


dates with Alan. Royce tagged along, anj 
when I went out with Royce, Alan was 
always there. It was fun at first, being 
squired around by two very eligible and 
attractive men. But I soon found out it had 
its disadvantages. 

I realized that as long as there was 
three of us, there’d be very little romance, 
Both fellows paid me compliments an( 
competed for my attentions, and each one 
of them insisted that I was his girl. By 
neither one ever got serious. I decided 
that [ would have to get them alone if] 
wanted to get myself a husband. 

I had never lacked boy friends, but | 
always felt that the man I married must be 
something special. Now all of a sudden 
I'd found not one, but two who measured 
up to my ideal. And it was not long after 
first meeting them that I made up my mind 
that I would marry one of them. 

Alan and Royce operated a small flee 
of cabs. Alan was off on Wednesday nights 
and Royce didn’t have to work on Thurs 
day nights. It wasn’t hard to arrange my 
dates with Alan on Wednesday and those 
with Royce on Thursday. 

It wasn’t hard to tell when Alan was 
ready to propose. Whenever he got me 
alone, he would grow very quiet, and 
although I liked being with him it was 
something new for me to be out with a man 
who acted like a moon-struck schoolboy. 


ATES WITH ROYCE were much 

more fun, I had to admit. Royce was 
familiar with all the places to take a girl, 
and he knew all the right things to say. 
But he was never serious for a moment. 
For Royce, everything was for kicks, as he 
put it, and he gave no indication of ever 
settling down. 

“You'll settle down when the right girl 
comes along,” I said jokingly one night 
when we were out. 

“She’d have to be someone extra-spe- 
cial.” Royce said, “and even then I'd break 
up my friendship with Alan by getting 
married.” 

“What’s marriage got to do with your 
friendship for him?” I wanted to know. 

Royce turned down the corners of his 
mouth. “Simple. When a man gets married, 
it’s never the same with his single friends,” 
he said. 

“That’s real friendship.” I said. “But ! 
think I’ve got a solution. “Both of you gel 
married.” 

He shook his head. “The trouble is, we 
both want the same girl.” 

My heart pounded furiously. “Is that 
right? Who’s the lucky girl?” I asked. 

“As if you didn’t know,” Royce said. His 
eyes were dancing but his face was very 
sober. “You know that Alan’s in love with 
you.” 

“Is that so? And—and what about 
Alan’s friend?” 

Royce took me by the shoulders. “If! 
ever married, it would be you,” he said 
slowly. 
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I tilted my face up to his. “Why Mr. 
Wallace. are you proposing?” 

“I’m trying to keep from it,” he said. 
His voice was husky and I closed my eyes 
as I felt him pull me closer. Then I felt his 
kiss, tender, questioning at first, then with- 
out restraint. 

“The answer is ‘yes’, darling,” I sighed 
when I caught my breath. 

“No!” Royce cried, stepping back. “San- 
dra honey. I don’t want to hurt you, but 
I'm not asking you to marry me.” 

“Because of your friend?” I asked in a 
shaky voice. 

“Partly. But there’s more,” he said. 
“You see...” 

I cut him off. “I’m not interested in 
explanations. Royce. I get the message— 
loud and clear. I’m fun on dates, I’m a 
good dancer, but not good enough when 
it comes to marriage.” 

“That’s not true, Sandra,” he said. “If 
you'll only let me—” 

“Please take me home,” I said. 

All the way I kept biting my lip to keep 
from crying. I was positive that Royce 
found me not as attractive as the other 
girls he went around with. And I guess 
it was mainly to show him how little I 
cared about it that I went out with Alan 
the following night. 

“This is a real break, an extra date 
this week,” he grinned when he picked 
me up. 

“That’s because I’d rather be with you 
than anyone else I know,” I said, still 
smarting at the way I practically proposed 
to Royce and his quick rejection. 

Alan stared at me. “More than with 
Royce?” he asked. 

“Especially him!” 

“Then—” He took a deep breath. 
“There’s a chance for me. then.” he said. 

I didn’t say anything. There are times 
when a wise woman lets the man do all 
the talking. “I can’t believe it.” he said 
joyfully. “Of course. I hoped, but with a 
slick guy like Royce around. I couldn’t 
believe you’d even look at me.” 

I turned my gaze on him, my eyes wide, 
as if to say: “Well, I am looking at you.” 

Alan took another deep breath and said, 
“Sandra, I fell in love with you the first 
time I saw you. It gets worse each time I 
see you.” 

I still said nothing. After stammering 
for a moment. Alan blurted out, “Will you 
marry me?” 

I didn’t play coy. There was no need. 
I was sure of Alan’s love and I knew he’d 
make a good husband. And at the time, 
one thing seemed important—to show 
Royce Wallace that even if he didn’t want 
me, there was someone else who did. So I 
said, “Yes, Alan, I’ll marry you.” 

That was it. We were married a short 
time later and I settled down happily into 
married life. For a time it seemed that 
Royce was right about the marriage ending 
his friendship with Alan. It didn’t seem to 
bother Alan. He was too busy doing every- 
thing he could to make me happy. So I was 
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a little surprised one night when Alan 
suggested I invite Royce over for dinner. 

“T feel sorry for the guy,” Alan said, 
“living the lonely life of a bachelor. I want 
to show him what he’s missing.” 

I could think of no good reason why I 
shouldn’t, so I called Royce and asked him 
to come to dinner the next night. I was 
excited at the thought of seeing him again 
ind I dressed carefully that night, con- 
sciously doing my utmost te appear attrac- 
tive. When Royce arrived, I noticed the 
admiration in his eyes as he studied me 
from head to toe. 

Turning to Alan, he said, “Marriage has 
done wonders for you both. Remind me to 
try it sometime.” 

“You’re not just kidding,” Alan said. 
“Why don’t you get married, Royce? 
There’s nothing like it.” 

Royce shook his head. “You took my 
girl, you big lug! I’ve got nobody to 
marry.” 

“Yes, I was the lucky one,” Alan said, 
putting his arm around me. “And if 
you’re waiting for another Sandra, then 
you'll be a bachelor the rest of your life, 
hum!” 

[ moved away from him, my gaze on 
Royce. “This is more exciting than before 
[ was married,” I said with a laugh. “You 
two never fought over me then.” 

“That’s because I never had a chance,” 
Royce said. “Alan had it all the way.” 

[ watched him closely, wondering if he 
really believed that. I decided he did not. 
Royce knew too much about women not 
to have been aware that all he had to do 
was bend a finger for me. 

And then I found myself wondering if 
he still might do it. Not that I wasn’t happy 
with Alan. He was too good, too kind, too 
senerous for me not to be. Any woman 
would have been happy. But there was 
still the curiosity about him and the fasci- 
nation I’d felt the first time I saw Royce. 
But it seemed the more friendly I tried 
become with Royce, the more he ignored 
me. As time went on we exchanged sharp 
words, and Royce was always arguing with 
me and winning. Alan would laugh at us 
ind take it as a big joke. 

But tonight ’d made him see that Royce 

s doing more than kidding with me, he 
was actually playing me cheap. The more 
I thought about it, the angrier I got. And 
\lan’s attitude was unforgivable. He’d 
actually taken his friend’s side against his 


own wife. 

If Royce and his devil-may-care attitude 
could do that to me, then I should do some- 
thing to him. He was always preaching 
about his wonderful friendship with Alan, 
[ wondered just how strong that friend- 
ship was. If Royce ever betrayed that 
friendship. ... 


OW, alone in my bedroom, I suddenly 
realized that Royce represented a 
challenge to me. I knew I was attractive to 


co 
»O 


men and I was sure that if | tried I could 
get Royce to make a play for me. His best 
friend’s wife! Then we’d see how precious 
his friendship was! 

But now it seemed that this would never 
happen. Tonight I’d worn a new gown and 
taken special care dressing for the dance. 
I’d pictured myself sweeping Royce off his 
feet. But he had not only kept his feet 
solidly on the ground, but had topped off 
his indifference with insults. 

Then I remembered the one compliment 
Royce had paid me. He’d said, “Let’s drink 
to the most beautiful, most charming wom- 
an present.” If he had meant that, then 
why did he call me “vain”? Maybe he was 
trying to hide his true feelings behind the 
harsh words. I decided to give him the 
chance to say the things he really wanted 
to say to me. 

But in the days that followed, Royce 
seemed to pay less attention to me than be- 
fore. His indifference strengthened my 
determination to make him fall for me. 
That became my goal. I forgot about the 
excuses I’d first made up. It was now a 
contest between Royce and me. 

One night after going to a show alone, 
I went by the garage to get a cab. It 
happened that they were all out at the 
moment, so I had to wait. I went through 
the waiting room, into the office Alan and 
Royce shared. It was Alan’s night off and 
I knew I’d find Royce there alone. 

“Hello, Sandra.” Royce said when he 
looked up and saw me, “I’m afraid you'll 
have to wait for a cab.” 

“That’s all right,” I told him. “I’m in no 
hurry.” He fixed me a drink and a little 
later I said to him, “This gives us a chance 
to talk, Royce.” 

“Talk? About what?” 

“Us—a lot of things.” I said. 

“What about us?” he demanded eyeing 
me warily. 

“For one thing, I want to apologize for 
blowing my top that night at the dance,” I 
said. 

“No, it was my fault. I shouldn’t have 
said you were vain.” 

I leaned forward. “Am I?” 

“Oh, no!” Royce laughed and waved his 
hands. “I’m not going to go through all 
that again. Let’s drop it. Come on, I'll put 
you into a cab. One of the boys just 
checked in.” 

I smiled determinedly and held out my 
empty glass to him. Royce hesitated a 
moment, his big shoulders hunched in in- 
decision. “Okay, just a quick one,” he said, 
refilling my glass. He went back to the 
desk and began working on some papers. 

Finally I leaned forward, putting my 
hand on his arm, and gazing straight into 
his eyes. 

All at once, he took me in his arms, 
crushing me savagely. I thrilled to his em- 
brace. It was a sensation I’d never known 
before. Then, just as suddenly, he shoved 
me away from him. 


“What’s the matter?” I asked. “Don’t 
you like me?” 

He gritted his teeth. “Damn it, Sandra, | 
like you too much!” 

I held out my arms. “Well... ?” 

He hung his head and shook it from side 
to side. “I could never do a thing like 
that,” he said in a low voice. “Alan’s my 
friend.” 

A bitter laugh burst from my lips. I fel 
foolish with my empty arms up in the 
air. “Looks like we did this all wrong,” | 
said. “You should have married Alan, not 
me.” 

Royce’s mouth flew open, then snapped 
shut. “Why the hell would you say a thing 
like that?” He demanded, jumping to his 
feet. 

My injured pride forced me to continue, 
“This great friendship between you is too 
good to be true. First, you insisted that 
marriage would break it up. Now, it’s got 
you so you can’t act like a man,” I said, 

“That’s not so!” he cried. “I’m human, 
and believe me, Sandra, ’'m as much a man 
as you'll ever see. But there are some 
things a man can’t do. Cheating on his best 
friend is one of them.” 

My disbelief shone in my eyes. He was 
trembling now as he stood over me. “I tell 
you, that’s the only reason I don’t. . . .” 

“Don’t what?” 

He closed his eyes and swallowed a deep 
breath. When he opened his eyes, I was 
smiling directly into them. I wet my lips 
with my tongue. “Not even a kiss?” | 
taunted. “Not even a teeny one?” My eyes 
challenged him. 

With a muffled groan, he pulled me into 
his arms. I felt his lips moving as he mun- 
bled something, then he let his lips find 
mine and the next instant we were locked 
in an embrace that was all pain and all 


passion... . 


FTER THAT fateful night, Royce 
~™ stopped coming around the house. “I 
don’t know what’s wrong with him,” Alan 
said. “He goes around like something’s on 
his mind. It’s not the same down at the 
garage any more.” 

“Maybe he’s in love,” I said. 

Alan shook his head. “Love doesn’t do 
that to you. It makes you happy. . . .” He 
came over and took my face in his hands. 
“Happy like I am.” 

But I didn’t waste much thought on 
Royce Wallace. It seemed almost as if he 
no longer existed for me. I had proved to 
myself that I was attractive enough to 
make him betray the friendship he was % 
proud of. I had gotten my revenge for 
the way he had ignored me. 

Then one night Royce unexpectedly 
showed up at the house. When I opened 
the door for him I could see he had been 
drinking. He pushed past me and stood in 
the hall, peering around bleary eyed: 
“Where’s Alan?” he mumbled. 
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For some reason I was frightened. “What 
do you want, Royce?” 

“Gotta see Alan. Gotta tell him.” 

“Tell him what?” I demanded, barring 
his way. 

He put his hand to his head and swayed 
against the wall. “Told you it would break 
up our friendship. It’s your fault, Sandra. 
All your fault.” 

“Wait a minute, Royce.” I pleaded. 
“Youre not going to tell Alan about— 
about us?” 

A bitter smile twisted his lips. “What d’ 

you care? You got what you wanted!” 
' “Shh! Alan will hear you.” I tried to 
push him towards the door. “Go home now, 
please! ’1I—I’ll come by later and then 
we'll talk about it.” 

He shook his head. “Can’t be alone with 
you... might do it again.” His arms 
went around me and [I felt a thrill of 
triumph. Yes, he’d do as I asked. He’d do 
anything I wanted. 

But just then, Alan came in. “Royce! 
Man, it’s good to see you. I - Se 
stopped as he saw the looks on our faces. 
He smiled uncertainly. “What’s going on 
here?” 

Royce went to him and put his hands 
heavily on Alan’s shoulders. “Couldn’t 
help it, ol’ pal. She’s a devil that’s what 
she is!” 

“Royce! Shut up!” I cried. But it was 
too late. He was babbling incoherently. 
But he said enough for Alan to know what 
had happened. Alan turned to me, his eyes 
full of pain and disbelief. “You did that, 
Sandra? You did that to 
friend?” 

“Alan—darling, listen!” I begged. “Lis- 
ten to my side of it.” 

His shoulders sagged and he put a hand 
to his forehead. “Whose fault it was doesn’t 
make any difference now.” 

“But it won’t happen again. I swear it!” 


me and my 


I said desperately. 

Royce spoke up. “No, it won’t happen 
again. I’m leaving.” There were tears in 
his eyes as he turned to Alan. He started 
to hold out his hand, but pulled it back. 

“I’m sorry,” Alan said, his voice shaking 
with emotion. 

And for the first time, as I watched them 
part, I realized the awful thing I’d done. 
I'd killed a beautiful friendship as surely 
as if I’d used a gun on one of them. At 
that moment I would have done anything 
to erase the shameful memory of the evil 
thing I'd done. But it was too late. 

Alan and Royce split up the business 
and I never saw Royce again. It may be 
that some day Alan will forget his friend. 
There are times now when he seems almost 
like his old self. But I know in my heart 
that I can never forget how I dared my hus- 
band’s friend to sin, just to please my 
vanity. I only hope that someday Alan will 
find it in his heart to forgive me, and that 
Royce—wherever he is—will know that the 


guilt is mine alone. THE END 
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Woman Without Shame 


(Continued from Page 33) 


if it happens to you in the best of 
iloons—it is a fairly sensible conclusion 
that you are just a passing fancy to your 
y-found companion, someone he visual- 
; as good overnight company or an easy 
h for some drinks, a home-cooked meal 
d conversation. 
[ had been through this with so many 
1 by the time I met Johnny Terrell that 
eally shouldn’t have been vulnerable 
1in. But a deadly something clicked in- 
de me the first time I saw him. He was 
tall with a muscularly slim body, a rich, 
leep brown color, short-cropped hair and 
warm laugh which I first heard ringing 
t across the bar as he talked with a 
roup of men. He wore good clothes in 
cellent taste. I decided. in the next flash 
of thought, that I must meet him. then and 
Somehow, I felt as though I should have 
own him already. And then, as if in 
wer to my silent question, a male voice 
yomed from across the room, hailing this 
in I sat staring at: “Johnny—-Johnny 
ferrell! I thought you were living the good 
life in Atlantic City this weekend.” 
So that’s who he was. Johnny Terrell, 
bright new man-about-town whose 
ime had turned up more and more in 
iloon society in the last six months. A 
il playboy they called him—and a mar- 
1 one at that. Only nobody ever saw his 
fe. But she kept him in fine style. they 
iid. and he played as much as he pleased. 
Well. I was getting a pretty good reputa- 
is a playgirl, so it was time the two of 
net 
[ had become pretty adept at meeting 
men I wanted to meet. It took a little 
but, ever since I had been divorced 
Carter, I had developed lots of nerve. 
Suddenly Johnny got up and wandered 
rd the back of the room. Quickly I left 
the bar and headed for the 
our 


seat at 

ladies’ room. The way I figured it, 
iths would cross. 

They did. “Hi, Johnny,” I called, as if 
I'd known him for years. 

\ dazzling smile crinkled in my diree- 

[ could tell he was accustomed to be- 

polite to people he didn’t really recog- 


I’m Anna Bush,” I told him. “Can I 
su a drink before you leave?” 
He eyed me curiously, smiling all the 
while. “Sounds like a splendid idea.” he 
reed finally. 
I'm over at that end of the bar—across 
you. Don’t forget.” Then I went into 
ladies’ lounge, my heart kicking up a 
i} riot. 


Inside, | glanced into the mirror and 


suddenly realized that I did not like what I 
saw. “Come. now Anna.” I said aloud to 
my own image. “can’t you face yourself 
anymore? Things can’t be that bad.” Or 
were they? How far was I now from the 
line of respectability? What was I search- 
ing for? I had tried marriage and failed 
maybe not all by myself, for Carter cer- 
tainly hadn't been perfect. but still I must 
accept some of the blame of failure. None 
of my other brief attachments had led any- 
where. so what could [ hope to gain from a 
married gigolo? But maybe that was it, 
maybe we were two of a kind Johnny Ter- 
rell and I. Maybe we deserved each other. 

Certainly Johnny should be interested in 
me. I was not unattractive. even by today’s 
over-glamorized standards. And then there 





was the once-prosperous real estate busi- 
ness Carter had turned over to me in the 
divorce while he kept his insurance broker- 
age office. We had done well together, Car- 
ter and I, before our marriage ended. Now 
I owned the real estate and 
though I now spent more time in bars than 
I did in the office. it still looked like an 
attractive setup. And in such a business 
perhaps handsome. smooth-talking Johnny 
could be as useful to me as I could be to 
him. 


business, 


HEN I RETURNED to my seat at the 
bar. Johnny was sitting waiting. 

The barmaid came over with a knowing 
look on her face. as if saying: “Ah ha! 
Johnny’s got himself another sucker.” 

But I didn’t think about that long. I was 
enjoying his closeness. Johnny turned out 
to be easy to talk to. and somehow made 
it hard to believe all the stories I had 
heard about him. The magic thing about 
our conversation was that I suddenly found 
myself laughing. Laughter was something 
I had been missing from my life for weeks. 
I don’t know whether the things that 
Johnny and I thought funny were really 
humorous. but from that very first meeting 
in the bar. a rib-tickling mutual apprecia- 
tion seemed to grow between us. We found 
riotous the simplest jokes. the slightest in- 
flections, ordinary actions on the part of 
others. Probably few people realize the 
power of laughter when it is shared with 
another. But it brings people closer to- 
gether. underlines for them their sense of 
having something in common, causes them 
to look forward to being together so that 
routine thoughts or moods can be cleared 
by hearty laughs. 

I was glowing all over when Johnny 
dropped me off at my apartment. We sat 
for a half-hour. talking easily as though it 
were a custom of years. I was happy and 


relaxed as I sat there in the big convertible 
which Johnny drove. I remembered then 
having heard it said around that this ex. 
pensive car was one of the many gifts that 
Johnny Terrell’s wife lavished on him. The 
remembrance didn’t bother me. Johnny 
was the kind of man who made you feel 
that you belonged only to him—even 
though any fool knew better. 

I didn’t invite him up for a drink as | 
might have done another man. It wasn’t 
that I didn’t want to, but somehow I didn’t 
want to cheapen this friendship the way | 
had cheapened so many others. Even 
though I knew I had been a fool, I want 
to romanticize this time, to pretend to my- 
self that it could develop into the kind of 
thing I'd been seeking. I wanted Johnny to 
respect me ‘because I was already begin- 
ning to respect him. I was beginning to see 
that, even if all the wild tales about him 
were true, there were other sides to him. 
He liked to believe himself a cynic, scoffing 
at the vision of idealistic things like true 
love. But actually he was starved for that 
very thing, yet he had been a part of so 
much intrigue and falseness about love 
that he was afraid. Because of his looks 
and charm, he had only to stand and wait 
while women—old and young, married. 
singled, divorced or widowed—threw them- 
selves at his feet. He was a man to love and 
be loved, and he didn’t know how to say 
no. He had arrived at the point of having 
built up great pride in his long string of 
conquests, and at the same time had devel- 
oped a great contempt for himself for be- 
ing a pawn in a dirty game. Johnny was at 
war with himself. 

Maybe I was living in a fool’s paradise. 
but I fancied from the outset that Johnny 
had accepted me as a true confidante, a 
person he could be himself with and bare 
his heart to. And I believed that, instead of 
the good life he seemed to be leading. 
Johnny was really lonely, unhappy and 
feeling that he was dependent on others, 
that the only thing he had to offer was his 
looks and charm. He was like many of the 
pretty people of the world, suffering from 
an inferiority complex, always hearing the 
emphasis placed on their outward appear- 
ance and realizing that the good qualities 
they may have are overlooked because the 
world is so conscious of the obvious—the 
pleasing face or figure. 

And so, even though Johnny’s physical 
attraction fired me, I didn’t risk being ob- 
vious about it, I didn’t invite him up that 
first night. I contented myself with taking 
the long-range gamble. Could we see each 
other again? Maybe he would like to have 
dinner with me? I’d love to cook one of my 
special meals for him. 

“T’ll buy that,” Johnny said when I put 
the question to him. “How about next 
Wednesday night at seven?” 

He could have named any day and any 
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time as far as I was concerned. I knew that 
from that moment until the appointed time 
our dinner date I would be planning, 
preparing and counting the hours. 


BUSIED MYSELF in the next few days, 
giving the apartment a thorough clean- 
hanging new drapes, planning, alter- 
e« and re-planning the menu a dozen 
times, and I wondered if men only knew 
much love could go into the simple 
ct of preparing a meal. 
Wednesday at seven arrived an eternity 
later and everything was perfect. But eight 
lock came, then nine—but no Johnny, 
phone call. Optimistically I made ar- 
igements to keep the dinner warm, to 
plenish the ice which had been ready for 
the drinks, only to deteriorate into plain 
iter. He'll call, 1 told myself, he'll be 
Something happened. Something held 
up. | tried to read a book, but soon 
ive it up and switched on television. 
Finally, at midnight, I knew it was time to 
up, so I had a stiff Scotch and water 
d went to bed. I thought bitterly of what 
fool I had been. It was just another one 
of those things. Why had I built myself up 
such a letdown? Certainly I would be 
h if I had a dollar for every broken date 
Johnny’s life. I thought of the food I 
had cooked, the candles set, ready to be 
transformed into twin beacons flicking 
idows on the walls as Johnny and I 
danced and drank and talked and laughed. 
| was long getting to sleep that night. 
Even the next day I was fool enough to 
elieve | might hear from Johnny. But by 
night I had settled back into my rut of 
lonely bitterness. I didn’t see him again for 
eral days—after I had really given up 
ing him again at all. It was in the same 
bar where we had met. I had stopped in for 
drink or two, determined not to try to 
make friends with anyone, yet hating the 
loneliness of drinking alone in my own 
ipartment. I was just getting ready to 
leave when Johnny walked in. 
caught mine. I knew that I 
hould have withheld the smile I gave in 
return for his. He didn’t deserve a smile, 
especially since he seemed so casual about 
the whole thing. But it was a measure of 


His eye 


my weakness that I was so overjoyed to 
him that I couldn’t hold back my 
ht 


Don’t shoot me now,” he pleaded with 
wk fear as he walked over to me. “I 
ow I deserve it, but I got held up, ran 
into a bunch of people and we went out on 
the town. I didn’t expect to stay long but— 
know how it is.” 
You could have called,” I said coolly. 
That was my first lesson in learning 
Johnny. He did the most exasperating 
thing He 
genuinely concerned about the price some- 
had to pay for his broken promises. 


was always sorry but never 


But he was the light-hearted kind you 
either had to cross off your list or stand for 
his foolishness. 

I wasn’t kidding myself. As long as I 
could have a precious little corner of 
Johnny, I was willing to stand for his fool- 
ishness. Only later I learned to roll with 
the punches, to deceive him by setting a 
time earlier than necessary. If we were to 
have dinner, I got everything ready without 
actually cooking until he came in an hour 
or two late. I steeled myself to give over a 
whole night to him when we had a date: if 
he didn’t show up at eight, he would be 
there by twelve. I convinced myself that by 
not nagging at him, by accepting all his 
peculiarities and going along with his un- 
constant program, I could win him over to 
regarding me as restful, devoted and reli- 
able. I imagined that his wife and all the 
other women he fooled around with were 
constantly raising the devil with him about 
his irregular habits. I wanted to make my 
apartment a place he would come to as an 
escape from all that. 

But all this was to come later, long after 
that second night Johnny and I met in the 
tavern. “Want to go to a restaurant,” I 
asked him, being forward again. 

His answer was just what I wanted to 
hear: “Got anything at home to eat?” 

A few minutes later we were at my 
apartment. I lit the candles, turned on the 
hi-fi and got the drinks ready. There was 
chicken in the box that only needed warm- 
ing, and soon I had a pretty fair meal to- 
gether. All of the black disappointments of 
Wednesday night vanished when Johnny, 
after doing a creditable job on the dinner 
plate. leaned back with a contented smile 
and said: “I like the way you cook.” 

Then we were talking about music and 
places and people we liked. getting ac- 
quainted again, growing warm in the close 
companionship of an evening at home. And 
finally his lips, remarkably soft and ten- 
der for a man’s lips, were kissing mine, 
and the kisses. affectionate and gentle, be- 
came the kisses that stir longings and sum- 
mon the sweeping power of desire. His 
caressing hands made every nerve and 
muscle tingle, and I writhed with the pain 
and pleasure first of wanting, then of full- 
fillment. ... 


URING THE ECSTASY of our first 

forbidden love, I wondered if there 
shouldn’t be a law of nature to bring death 
to lovers when they reached the consum- 
mate heights of mutual passion—it was 
that wrong, and that right. Johnny was a 
tender, affectionate, considerate lover who 
could make you close your eyes to the 
whole world. He created the illusion that 
for those minutes, those hours of his dedi- 
cation to you, neither time, nor place nor 
people existed. Sometimes he left me 
breathless, sometimes crying with tears 





that held no sorrow. And I knew almost 
from the beginning that I loved Johnny 
terribly. 

Still, Johnny belonged to others. First 
among them was his wife, whom he refused 
to discuss with me, growing sullen and 
moody if I tried to bring her up. “Let’s 
keep the conversation clean,” he would say 
with bitter humor. And I had reason not 
to make matters worse by nagging Johnny 
about her. After all, she seemed to make 
no demands upon his time—which more 
and more he spent with me. 

But as for the other women in Johnny’s 
life. | had a remedy for them. Keep Johnny 
busy, and make it profitable for us both. 

“IT need your help in my_ business, 
honey,” I told him one night at dinner. 
“Let’s put that golden charm of yours to 
work. Look, who really makes the decision 
about buying anything from a picture on 
the wall to a house and car? A woman 
does. You’re a natural with women, and 
you're looking at a gal who knows what 
she’s talking about. You could sell houses 
faster than we could take in the money.” 

But Johnny was reluctant, as though 
working was dirty and beneath him. “It 
means running around showing houses to 
people, jumping whenever they call and all 
that jazz,” he complained. “I don’t know. 
Anna.” 

“T need your help, Johnny, business is 
pretty bad.” I placed my hand on his and 
looked him straight in the eye. He got the 
message. After all, a lot of my money had 
begun to find its way into his pockets: 
gifts. picking up his bar tabs, financing 
weekend trips out of town for the two of 
us. | was confident he would not want to 
lose all that. And if I became the woman 
who demonstrated to Johnny that I had 
faith in him that was not restricted to his 
physical attraction or ability, if he and I 
could make successful steps together in 
business, wasn’t there an excellent chance 
that he would one day decide that we be- 
longed together in every respect? Wouldn't 
he be able to shake off his resentment for 
his wife and her taking care of him? 
Wouldn’t he begin to consider divorce and 
settling down for life with me? 

In the weeks that followed, I saw much 
of my dream realized. Johnny did begin 
working with my real estate company, and 
soon he had a string of his acquaintances 
streaming in and out of the office, in- 
terested in doing business. Happily I real- 
ized I had been right in evaluating him. . 

But just as Johnny’s personal charm and 
contact brought new people to the business, 
his built-in, happy-go-lucky attitude drove 
them away. Time and appointments meant 
nothing to him. 

“What about the deal on the old Persh- 
ing Manor over on Wentworth?” I asked 
him one afternoon. “Weren’t the Simpsons 
supposed to take that a week ago?” 
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“What?” he said with surprise. “The 
Pershing place? Oh, yeah. That’s right, 
Harry Simpson is interested in that. I'll 
check with him in a day or two.” 

I was furious. “In a day or two Harry 
Simpson can get with the owner himself, 
buy the house for less than we're offering 
it to him, and knock us out of a four- 
thousand dollar commission. Oh, Johnny, 
you just don’t do business ‘in a day or two.’ 
Other people will beat you to it.” 

Johnny come back at me. “Look, this rat- 
race was your idea, not mine, so don’t get 
on your high horse with me. I’m about fed 
up with this whole deal.” 

The next week, we lost almost fifteen 
thousand dollars in sure business because 
Johnny missed appointments. I couldn’t 
say a word. I was afraid I would make him 
so angry he would leave me. I couldn’t 
stand the thought of Johnny leaving me. 

“Old man Grayson Michigan 
City is interested in a big.ranch house here 
to keep his fat wife and all their money 
in.” I smiled at Johnny Friday. I 
showed him a place last week that he liked, 
although I set the price sky high. I think 
he’s in the mood to buy right now, but he’s 
a little sick. So maybe I should go over 
there and try to close the deal with the old 
boy flat on his back. Besides, we could 
make a weekend of it. It might be good for 


over in 


one 


_” 
us, 


“Sorry.” Johnny said. “I’ve already made 
some plans for the weekend.” 

“Oh.” I said with disappointment in my 
voice. “Do they include me?” 

“'m just going to hang around your 
place and get some rest, that’s all. You go 
on to Michigan City.” 
of-fact tone in his voice that kept me from 
saying anymore about it. Besides, I had 
decided that maybe I should go away by 
myself. Maybe it would clear the air, and 


We had been so 


close lately, with Johnny spending more 


There was a matter- 


Johnny would miss me. 


time at my place than at home. 

But in Michigan City that Saturday I 
found old man Grayson so sick that the 
family had gathered around the bedside, 
waiting for him to die. The realization that 
I wasn’t going to make a fat profit on that 
ranch house spoiled the trip for me, so I 
headed back for home. 

Riding home in a taxi from the airport, 
I made plans for Sunday. Maybe I was get- 
ting carried away now that I was back at 
work again. I hadn’t really done a great 
deal for Johnny, 
things like cooking meals, making sure I 
had his favorite foods and drink stocked, 
massaging him when he stepped from the 
Yes, 


would devote solely to Johnny. 


not the little personal 


shower, the rest of the weekend I 


| OPENED THE DOOR to my apartment 
and walked in—to find Johnny with an- 


other woman. I didn’t need a printed pro- 
gram to tell what had been going on. I 
stood unable to speak, my eyes fastened 
tightly on them. Johnny did not speak, in- 
stead letting his eyes register surprise, then 
a kind of contempt. But the woman spoke, 
loud and clear. 

“You must be Anna Bush,” she said. 
“And I guess this about takes the cake.” 

If stares could kill, I would have struck 
her dead. She was a little woman, with 
dark brown skin and a 
noticed her 


saucer-like face. 
Even in my well- 
groomed look. I opened my mouth to curse 


anger I 


ier. but quickly she spoke again. 
| but quickly she spoke ag 
“Before you get indignant, you might as 
wife.” 
I gasped, all of 


well know I’m Johnny’s 

“TJ don’t believe you!” 
the strength suddenly drained from me. 

“You mean Johnny never did me the 
honor of describing me to you? Well, it’s 
so like him, to be forgetful. Oh yes. he is 
forgetful. He even forgets to come home 
nights, don’t dear.” She turned to 
glance at him. 


“This is a pretty mean trick, 


you 


” she con- 
tinued, “seducing your own husband in his 
girl friend’s apartment. But then, they say 
fight fire with fire don’t they. And do you 
know, Johnny’s such a good-hearted boy, 
he just couldn’t refuse.” 

She got up from the side of the bed and 
moved across the room, and with new 
shock I saw that she was crippled! 

“No. I guess Johnny didn’t tell you about 
me,” she went on. noticing the surprise in 
my eyes. “Poor, misunderstood Johnny. 
Some people think he only married me for 
my money, and that it’s a good thing my 
father left me plenty of it. But I know 
don’t you Johnny. 
You love all women. You see, Miss er— 
what is it? Miss Bush? Yes. You see, that’s 


why we women have to share Johnny, be- 


Johnny really loves me, 


cause he loves us all, and he’s so misunder- 


stood. Poor Johnny.” She was dressing as 
she talked. 
“Oh, shut up!” 


She had her coat on now and moved to- 


Johnny snarled. 
ward the door. “Are you coming with me, 
dear, or are you staying?” 

Before Johnny could speak, I answered 
“He’s 


getting up and holding the door 


for him. 
weakly, 


coming with you,” I said 


them. 

stood and looked at me for a 

moment, then walked out behind his wife. 
I have not seen him since. I hope never 

And may the Lord have 


open for 
Johnny 


to see him again. 

mercy on my soul. 
“Well, I guess this tears it,” he said over 

as he went. 

I said automatically. 


his shoulder 

“T guess it does,” 

I closed the door behind them and broke 
into tears with a vengeance that shook my 
whole body. It wasn’t what Johnny and I 
had done to each other that hurt. It was 
what he and I and all the other women had 


done to his wife. THE END 
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Haunted By My Past 


(Continued from Page 41) 


enough to now that any girl who fooled 
iround with boys was bound to get into 
trouble. I know now that it wasn’t because 
kids in our neighborhood were worse 
than those anywhere else; we just hap- 
ed to live in the city slums, where 
sungsters can’t help learning from grown- 
how to go wrong. 

Sut in those days I was convinced that 

erything bad in the world was the result 
f a boy and girl, or man and woman get- 

ig together. So I kept away from boys 
| swore that I would never let one of 
them take advantage of me. 

According to the things we _ heard, 
\lamie was not only letting her man take 
idvantage of her, she was letting him walk 
ll over her. “Serves her right.” Mama 
iid, but it was easy to see that she was 

rried about my sister. I was sure that if 
Mamie could see how she was breaking 
\fama’s heart she would come back home. 
But Mama had warned me not to go any- 
vhere near Mamie or the crowd she ran 
round with. 


‘\ 4 7 HEN MAMA GOT SICK I decided to 
find Mamie, and one night I started 
valking down Eighth Avenue, peering into 
ill the bars in the hope of seeing her. It was 


bitter cold, I remember, and I was almost - 


frozen when I saw her come out of a bar 
ith a sailor. They walked down the block 
ind turned into a small hotel. 
Just before I reached them as they stood 
the doorway, the sailor cursed and 
illed Mamie a tramp. She slapped him. 
[he sailor hit her, knocking her down. I 
reamed and he turned and ran, Fran- 
tically, I looked around for help. A man 
and I grabbed his arm. 
Please, mister!” I cried. “My sister’s been 
hurt. You’ve got to help me. Please hurry!” 
[ dragged him back to the doorway. It 
was empty. The man began to back away. 
Look, I don’t want to get mixed up in 
anything.” he said. “Maybe you better call 


the 


along 


cops. 
‘No! Oh, please help me,” I pleaded, 
clutching him tighter. “She must have gone 
inside.” 

We went inside the hotel but the lobby 

s empty. The desk clerk stared at us 
hard and said, “Hey, buddy, you better 
beat it. That girl ain’t old enough to—” 

He didn’t get any farther. Suddenly, the 
lobby was full of cops, and the next thing 
[ knew the stranger and I were being 
hustled into a squad car. Everyhing that 
happened after that was like a bad dream. 
lhe poor man who tried to help me was 
accused in court of contributing to the 
delinquency of a minor. We both tried to 
64 


explain what had happened but we couldn’t 
prove our story. 

Because Mama was sick I could not be 
turned over to her. so I was sent to a 
girls’ reform school. When Mama got back 
on her feet, they let me go home. But by 
then, I’d served a three-month sentence and 
I had a police record. 

Fortunately. I was able to go back to 
school and finish. I swore that someday I 
would get away from the slums and all 
the misery and unhappiness I’d known 
there. Meeting Russell led to the way out. 
He was so different from any male I’d ever 
met that I fell in love with him the first 
time we met. 

Shortly after our marriage, Russell and 
I moved out of the city to a small town to 
the north. Our rented cottage wasn’t as 
elegant as some of the homes around us, 
but to me it was a mansion. With the birth 
of our son, life was complete and I was 
happy beyond my wildest dreams. Russell 
had a good job as a mechanic in the 
biggest garage in town and a year after 
moving there, we were among the most 
respected citizens of Wilton. 

For the first time in my life, everything 
was going smoothly. The crime and vice 
and poverty of the city were far behind me. 
Wilton, with its rows of neat little cottages 
along tree-lined streets, was like heaven. 
My proudest moments came when Russell 
and I strolled arm in arm down the street, 
drinking in the beauty of the warm sum- 
mer nights. As we passed. our neighbors 
would wave and greet us with a friendly, 
“Evening. Mr. and Mrs. Dunham.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Dunham—it was like 
music to my ears. My heart would swell 
almost to the breaking point when Russell 
would press my arm, smile down at me and 
murmur, “Nice going, Mrs. Dunham!” 

The only dark cloud in the bright future 
that lay ahead of us was my reform school 
record. But as time passed, it faded away 
into the dark recesses of my memory. I 
hadn’t told Russell about it and right after 
we were married I lived in constant fear 
that something would happen to drag my 
unhappy past into the spotlight. 


HE MONTHS ROLLED ON and my 

fears were gradually forgotten because 
life was perfect—too perfect. I had built 
up a wall around myself and felt safe and 
secure behind it. I thought that nothing 
harmful could come through that wall, or 
over it or around it. So when the weak spot 
in my fortress of happiness gave way and 
the evil poured in, I was in no way pre- 
pared to fight it. I was at the mercy of 
dark, destructive forces that threatened to 


destroy my home, my family—even my lite, 

I can see now that the chain of events 
was set in motion the night Russell and | 
joined the Race Relations Committee. It 
was one of the civic groups in Wilton that 
worked for equality in jobs, housing and 
education. One of the committee’s goals was 
to break down the barriers in Edgewood 
Manor, an exclusive new housing develop. 
ment in a good section of town. 

After much hard work and many set- 
backs, the committee finally won an agree- 
ment for a family to move in. From the 
very beginning, Russell had his heart set 
on our being that family. 

“Just think, Elaina! A house of our own, 
And in the best part of town,” Russell said 
happily. 

For some reason I couldn’t understand 
I was frightened by the prospect. “I don’t 
like the idea of being guinea pigs.” I told 
him. “Maybe we should wait, Russell.” 

“Not on your sweet life. darling! As 
long as I can remember, I’ve wanted to do 
something like this, and now’s my chance.” 

Seeing how determined he was, I didn’t 
object any further. There was still a chance 
that the committee would pick some other 
family. But that faint hope was soon 
dashed. The committee unanimously 
agreed that the Dunham family should get 
the honor. 

Now. as I huddled on my side of the 
bed, unable to sleep or to think clearly, I 
could only pray that my fears would turn 
out to be groundless. 

The move into Edgewood Manor came 
off without a hitch. There was even a com- 
mittee of our new neighbors waiting to wel- 
come us to our new house, which was a 
dream cottage like those you see in mag- 
azines. But hardly a week went by before 
we learned of a campaign to get us to move 
out of Edgewood Manor. 

A group of men came to the house and 
offered to buy it for a thousand dollars 
more than we paid for it. Russell just 
laughed in their faces. The next night we 
began to get mysterious telephone calls 
warning us to move away before someone 
got hurt, and every day the postman 
brought at least one letter filled with all 
kinds of threats and filth. 

“They’re a bunch of dirty cowards,” Rus- 
sell told me. “They don’t dare show their 
faces. Just make sure the doors are locked 
at night, honey, and if you hear any prow- 
lers, shoot first and ask questions later.” 

Somehow, I wasn’t afraid of physical 
harm, especially after Russell showed me 
how to use his gun. But the vague uneasi- 
ness I’d had all along seemed to grow 
stronger. Although we didn’t know who 
they were. the forces against us seemed to 
be too strong and ruthless to overcome. 


NE NIGHT when Russell had to work 
late. the baby got sick. I called the 
doctor, who told me he couldn’t make a 
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house call but would phone in a prescrip- 
tion to the drug store. About half an hour 
later the doorbell rang and I ran to open 
the door. 

“Here’s your medicine,” 
red-headed_ boy. 

I was so upset that I paid no attention 
to the queer way he looked at me with 
heavy-lidded eyes. I took the package, paid 
him and hurried into the baby’s room. The 
medicine I gave him seemed to ease the 
pain, so I fell across my bed and waited 
for Russell to come home. 

The sound of a chair crashing to the 
floor jerked me awake. I sat up. “Is that 
you, Russell?” I called out. There was no 
answer and yet I could almost feel the 


said a stocky 


presence of someone or something out 
there in the darkness. ‘’Who 
there?” I shouted. I got up and edged to- 
ward the dresser where Russell had put the 
gun for me. 

A huge shape loomed up from the shad- 
ows and bounded at me, hurling me back 
hairy 


who’s 


to the bed. I screamed. A 
clamped across my mouth, cutting off my 


The intruder forced me 


paw 


cries for help. 
down on the bed. My housecoat was ripped 
down the middle and I fought and kicked 
all the harder. 

Just when it seemed that I would be 
crushed under the obscene weight. I heard 
Russell’s suddenly I 
was free. I slumped back. exhausted as the 
man leaped through a window, with Rus- 
sell right behind him. 

A short time later, Russell ran back in 
the house. “The dirty bastard got away! 
Did he hurt you, darling?” 

“No. No, you just 
darling! I’m so scared!” I cried. 

Russell took me in his arms and talked 

I'll get that rat if it’s the 
he said between clenched 


furious shout and 


came in time. Oh, 


to me, soothingly. 
last thing I do!” 
teeth. “These clowns who are trying to 
drive us away are going to see some real 
head-whipping now! Did you get a good 
look at him, honey?” 

I nodded. I’d know that leering, lustful 
face anywhere. But when the police came 
in answer to Russell’s call. 
positive. “Well, can you or can’t 
identify the man?” demanded one of the 
officers. 

“I—TI don’t know,” 
dark—he jumped on me so quickly—” 

The sight of their dreaded blue uniforms 
and brass buttons sent a chill 
me that froze my heart. It was a feeling 
that most slum kids get to know when- 


I was not so 
you 


I stammered. “It was 


through 


ever a cop is near. In my case, the feeling 
was mixed with mistrust and hate, the 
result of my encounter with the police 
when I was a girl. 

The cop turned his cold gaze from me to 
Russell. “We'll talk with her again tomor- 
tow, Dunham,” the cop said. “Meanwhile, 
we'll do some investigation on the case— 
and on you. too,” he added ominously. 


“What did he mean by that?” Russell 
said after the cops left. “Why should they 
investigate us? Unless—” 

“Unless, what?” I asked fearfully. 

Russell stuck out his lip in thought. “Un- 
less they try to use this to drive us out. 
Only. I don’t see how they could very well 
do that.” 

That was because he didn’t know of my 
secret past. I was only too aware of it, and 
I knew that if the police did any digging 
they’d come across my record. Still, I had 
to agree with what Russell had said. How 
could our enemies use such information 
against us? 

I was to learn the answer sooner than I 
expected. But right then, the only thing I 
was concerned with was the terrible secret 
I carried locked inside me. The right thing 
to do was to tell Russell all about it and 
beg his forgiveness for not telling him be- 
fore we were married. I knew this, yet I 
could not bring myself to utter the words. 

The same fear of losing Russell, of des- 
troying my one chance of happiness, that 
kept me silent earlier, sealed my lips then. 
The knowledge I was doing the wrong 
thing weighed heavily on my conscience. 
Deep circles appeared under my eyes as 
the resuit of sleepless nights, and Russell 
noticed how often I left my plate un- 
touched. 

“What’s wrong, 
morning at breakfast. 
appetite since—since that night. 
he'll come back?” 

I shook my head. “I’m sure he won’t, 
darling. The way he took off with you after 
him, he’s probably still running!” 

I gazed admiringly at his broad shoul- 
ders and strong hands that could be so 
gentle and loving. “Russell- 
drop the whole thing? I mean, that man 
won’t come back, so can’t we call off the 


darling?” he asked one 
“You haven’t had an 
Worried 


suppose we 


police?” 

Russell stared at me. 
thing you want to tell me, Elaina?” he 
asked soberly. 


“Is there some- 


This was my chance to un- 
Get rid of it once and 
for all! something whispered inside me. 
But I ignored the small voice of truth. 
What I said to him was, “I guess what I’ve 
been wanting to tell you is that I wish we 


I hesitated. 
burden my secret. 


could move back to our little cottage.” 

Russell shook his head firmly. “We’ve 
been through that and it’s settled. There’s 
no turning back, Elaina.” He got up and 
came around to my chair. He bent down 
and placed his lips on the curve of my 
neck. “Haven’t you been here, 
darling?” 

“Of course! I’d be happy anywhere with 
you.” I reached up and pulled his face 
around close to mine. His eyes questioned 
me and when I kissed him I silently vowed 
to go through with it no matter what the 


happy 


consequences, 


HAT IS WHY I confidently pointed 


out my attacker at the police lineup and 
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I stuck by my identification even when the 
police tried to confuse me. 

“Are you sure that’s the one!” the 
ergeant asked gruffly, after I’d pointed out 
1 hulking red-headed youth of about 20. 

“Of course I’m sure,” I said. 

‘Do you know who that is?” the cop 
lemanded. 

Russell jumped to his feet. “I don’t give 
1 damn who he is!” he said angrily. “My 
ife says that’s the man and I demand that 

u arrest him.” 

[he police sergeant raised his hand. 
lake it easy,” he said calmly. “You can 

wear out a warrant for his arrest, but I 
lon’t advise it.” 

Russell laughed harshly. “It would save 
ou a lot of inconvenience if we forgot the 

hole thing, wouldn’t it?” 

“You'd be saving yourself a lot of head- 
ches, mister,” the cop said evenly. “That 
kid is the son of Alston Withers, who prac- 
cally owns this town!” 

Russell set his jaw grimly. “But he 
loesn’t own me or my wife,” he grated. 
Now get that warrant ready!” 

So Mr. Withers’ son was picked up. But 

was released almost at once into the 
custody of his parents. And all hell broke 
se when the story of his arrest got out. 
seemed that the whole town of Wilton 
ned up against Russell and me. 

lhe threatening notes and obscene phone 

ills we got before were like love letters 
ompared to the hateful attacks on us that 
juickly followed my accusation of young 
Withers. Rocks were thrown through the 
windows at night from carloads of yelling 
teen-agers as they sped past the house. 
Once, a group of shadowy figures started 
icross the lawn. Russell grabbed up his 
hotgun loaded with rock salt and sent a 
blast right into the midst of the gang. They 
didn’t try that again. 

But what they did try was a cowardly 

rm of blackmail that revealed who was 


TT 





behind the hate campaign directed at Rus- 
sell and me. I was called to police head- 
quarters one day when Russell was at 
work. When I got there, the sergeant intro- 
duced me to a man he said was the lawyer 
for the Withers boy. 

“Mrs. Dunham, I have a proposition for 
you,” said the lawyer when we were alone. 
“I’m prepared to buy your house for twice 
the amount you paid for it—if you drop 
this case against my client.” 

“My husband would never sell,” I told 
him bluntly. “Besides, that kid is a menace. 
He’s got to be punished.” 

“T’m sorry you feel that way.” the lawyer 
said, shuffling through some papers. “It’s 
the only way we could clear up two very 
perplexing problems at the same time.” 

I eyed him narrowly. “Just what has this 
case got to do with our house in Edgewood 
Manor?” I asked. 

It was then that he told me that Mr. 
Withers was the leader of a small group 
of influential men who were the real forces 
behind the campaign to drive us out of 
Edgewood Manor. But they remained be- 
hind the scenes, encouraging hot-headed 
teen-agers to commit acts of violence to 
scare us away. 

“Sometimes the kids get out of hand,” 
the lawyer continued. “Then we have a 
regretable incident like the one involving 
Mr. Withers’ son.” 


WAS STUNNED by such a bold admis- 

sion of guilt. If what he said was true, 
not only would the Withers boy go 
to jail, but the mysterious attacks on our 
home could be stopped by exposing the 
real ringleaders. Yet. I couldn’t believe 
that the lawyer was stupid enough to tell 
me such a startling story unless he had a 
good reason. 

“Just why are you telling me all this?” I 
asked cautiously. 
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His icy blue eyes narrowed and his thin 
lips pressed into a tight smile. “Because 
you can’t use this information against us, 
There are no witnesses,” he said shrewdly, 
“and if you ever repeated what I’ve told 
you I'd deny it.” 

“I see what you mean. It would be my 
word against yours.” 

He nodded. “But there’s another reason, 
and I hope it will convince you that the 
smartest thing for you to do is persuade 
your husband to give up that house in 
Edgewood Manor.” 

The lawyer took a paper out of his brief 
case. “We did some checking and came up 
with some very interesting facts. For in. 
stance, we know that you were once ar. 
rested on charges of soliciting men for 
immoral purposes and—” 

“That’s a lie!” I shouted angrily. 

“It’s all in the record,” he said, waving 
the paper he held. “Not only that, but 
you served a term in prison.” 

I sank back weakly in my chair. “Re. 
form school, not prison,” I said. 

“The same thing,” he said, shrugging, 
“You see. Mrs. Dunham, if you insist on 
pressing charges against Mr. Withers’ son 
we'll be forced to use this information to 
discredit your testimony.” 

“But—but you can’t do that!” 

“Oh, but we can—and will! I don’t think 
a jury in this town would take the word 
of a convicted streetwalker against that of 
the son of the town’s leading citizen.” 

“He’s a lunatic—a rapist!” I said 
brokenly. “And I can explain what hap- 
pened to me. You make it sound so—just 
awful.” 

“Think it over carefully,” the lawyer 
said as he rose to leave. “Just think what 
your friends and neighbors will say about 
you—maybe even your husband, if you 
haven’t told him—” 

I buried my face in my hands. too 
crushed to lash out at the man who so 
calmly announced his scheme to ruin me. 
But it was no longer a question of what 
would happen to me. I was thinking about 
Russell, not myself. If he learned about 
me from someone else I was positive it 
would kill his love for me. Yet. try as I 
did in the following days, I just couldn’t 
bring myself to say anything. 


” 


AS TIME for the trial neared. I grew 
more tense and nervous. Russell 
thought it was because I doubted the out- 
come. “It won’t be long before that rat is 
behind bars.” he told me. “So relax and 
try to take it easy, honey. Remember, 
you’re the star witness.” 

But my performance on the stand a few 
days later was certainly not that of a star. 
The stares of the people in the courtroom 
and the tricky questioning of the lawyer 
added to my natural nervousness. Each 
time I faltered or contradicted myself, the 
lawyer would turn to the jury and raise 
his eyebrows significantly. 

Finally, he asked me to identify the 
defendant. I didn’t even look at the boy 
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who sat with a sneer on his face. My eyes 
were focused on Russell, sitting forward 
eagerly awaiting my answer. I also saw 
members of the Race Relations committee. 
who were hoping that the conviction of one 
of the troublemakers would bring peace 
and harmony. 

I knew then that I had to tell the truth, 
regardless of the consequences. Even if it 
drove Russell away from me forever. I 
realized that I would have to face up to the 
ugly smear that would come. I was dying 
by inches inside, but there was no other 
that’s the man who attacked 


way. ag f 3 
turning 


me.” I said in a low voice. Then. 
to the judge. “May I say something. Your 
Honor? I want to say it while I’m under 
oath so that everybody will know I’m tell- 
ing the truth.” 

Then. with my eyes lowered and in bare- 
ly audible tones, I told about my past. It 
seemed ages before the story was finished, 
but finally I came to the end and raised my 
head. The look on Russell’s anguished face 
brought tears to my eyes. There was a 
hush over the courtroom as the 
asked. “Why do you bring all this out at 
this time. Mrs. Dunham? I fail to see its 
relevancy.” 

“That’s just the point.” I said tearfully. 
“it has nothing to do with this case. al- 
though some people seem to think other- 
wise, Even if I were the lowest woman in 
the world. any man who did what he tried 
to do should go to jail! My past has noth- 
ing to do with it.” 

That’s when I broke down and really 
cried. But the courtroom rang with ap- 
plause. The judge rapped his gavel for or- 
der and sent the jury out. They came back 
in less than five minutes with a verdict of 
guilty. In the confusion that followed, I 
slowly made my way outside. 

I had done what I had to do. but I knew 
that Russell could never forgive me for 
telling in public something I should have 
told him in private long ago. But I had 
broken the back of the troublemakers and 
I'd helped Russell keep the house he was 
so proud of. I’d have that consolation in 
the long, lonely months and years ahead, 

I heard footsteps behind me. but I paid 
no attention. Then I heard Russell’s voice 
and felt his arm around my waist. “What 
you did was a brave and wonderful thing.” 
he said gently. 

“But—I must have hurt you terribly,” I 
faltered. “I didn’t mean to. but- 

“It would have hurt more if you’d kept 
silent,” 

“Then you forgive me?” 

His arm tightened around me. 
nothing to forgive, darling—although I 
should be angry because you doubted my 
love.” 


judge 


he said. 


*There’s 


“Tt won’t ever happen again,” I promised. 

We stopped and kissed right there on the 
sidewalk and if anybody saw us I don’t 
know—nor did I care. If my past was now 
an open secret, so was my future! 


THE END 
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Trapped In A White World 


(Continued from Page 25) 


secretary. You ought to let her enroll in 
1 business school for night classes. She’d 
make a start that way, for a career maybe. 
It would be hard, but if she ever wanted 
to go north she’d be able to get a good 
job.” 

The three of them looked at me and I 
felt like a figurine being purchased to set 
on a mantle. I resented their planning 
my life, but I listened. Something might 
be said that would fit into my plan. Finally, 
Mamma agreed, I'd have the course. They 
didn’t know I planned it to be a white 
business school. 


» EING IN THE CLASS was everything 
I expected. Except I was not happy. 
The fact that I was only an average student 
didn’t bother me. I had not fooled myself 
on that score at all. But I felt out of 
place, and as the months went on I be- 
came lonelier and lonelier. Not that I 
wasn’t well-liked in the class, or that the 
few boys there didn’t flock around me. Or 
that anyone suspected I was Negro, but 
ny pretense had to remain just that— 
nake-believe. I couldn’t date any of the 
oys because I couldn’t tell them where I 
lived. I made up some section of town 
ind a wild tale that my parents didn’t 
approve of dating—they wanted me to 
have a career. I couldn’t ask the girls 
to my house, or go to theirs. I was mis- 
erable. 

When I was at home, I stayed more and 
nore to myself. Everyone thought it was 
1y studies that had me so absorbed. But 

only one passion can absorb me at a time. 
That was being white. And how could I 
ifford to be too close to my own people 

[ meant to be white? I didn’t dare go 

out with any of the boys I knew. How 

ould I fall in love with one of them? 
I'd have to stay colored myself. 

So dreaming and being alone was my 

I dreamed when alone because 
[ couldn’t allow myself to think of my 
And I had to be alone be- 
ause I was no longer a Negro among my 
own people. Or a white girl in my foster 


Ca pe. 


loneliness. 


But in my dreams I was what I wanted 
to be. A white girl. And all the longing 
| had to be kissed, to be held, to be a part 

a group, went into the dreams. The 
more I dreamed the more I wanted the 
é ility. 

\s the month went on I knew for certain 
[ had to make up my mind to be colored 
er white. Yet, I wonder if it would have 
eached such a climax if I’d never met 
Jim Brandon. 

Jim was the janitor in the building 
06 


where the classes were held. He was also 
a student at the Negro university. From 
the time I was sixteen until I was eighteen, 
twice a week Jim Brandon and I met 
when I came for class. He always greeted 
me, passed the time of day, but treated me 
properly as a Negro would a white girl. 
And the feeling of security he gave me! 
If this boy from the north could be fooled 
so easily, I could fool anyone, anywhere. 
He made me certain I could pass. 

When I graduated from high school, 
Jim completed his first four years in the 

university. And as was the custom at our 
Community Center, a special dinner was 
held in honor of all the graduating classes 
—high school and college. It was a sort of 
sales promotion event to inspire more of 
the high school students to enroll in the 
University. 

I let Mamma get my 
listened to all the plans 
making, but my mind was on one of the 
boys in my class: Franklin Prescott Lind- 
sey. Actually, Pres was a little colorless 
to me, unable to arouse any sensation with- 
in me, but I found gratification in knowing 
he accepted me as his white equal. 

I had several chances to date for the 
community dance, but I refused, saying I 
wanted to go with my parents. That night 
the building was aglow with lights. We 
were all proud of the Center and all 
the civic-minded things our people ac- 
complished through it. Even I felt a tingle 
of pride, mixed with nostalgia—for by 
the next year I’d be far away, living an- 
other life. I felt very old, very wise, very 
noble. I was giving up the prestige that 
was mine among my own people to make 
a new daring step into the world. Not 
many did what I would do, I thought. I 
was St. Joan of Arc and Esther of the 
Bible all rolled into one. I entered the 
room with great compassion and like one 
who has just offered himself on the altar 
for humanity. My eyes swept the room, 
thinking how this was my last night 
among my own people. Then my eyes met 
Jim Brandon. 

I’ve lived to see love become hate in a 
lover’s eyes. I’ve withstood rejection, in- 
tolerance, disgust. I shall see myself re- 
flected in many eyes for as long as [I live. 
But I shall never again see the look that 
passed on Jim’s face that night. He was 
all my people looking with sorrow at me. 
I turned and left with Jim’s accusing eyes 
never leaving me. I walked all the way 
home with my broken dreams to cry my- 
self to sleep. For how was I ever to find 
anyone to understand need to be 
white? He has learned his strength is in 
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unity, in banding together and _fightiy 
slowly to change by infinitesimal gaip 
the social order that still enslaves hip 
And how could a white person—he }, 
never been colored. He has learned thy 
superiority is a treacherous mountain 
climb, and there is so little room at th 
peak, and the ascent he has made gj 
too much of a nightmare to look back y 
those behind him struggling up. So why 
is there for one alone who wants only; 
little spot of happiness for herself? Suc 
basic selfishness that I had could not 
understood. I had to become part of ox 
or the other group. And who would, 
rather be on top? 


i] WENT NORTH and took a small apan. 

ment on the North side of the city | 
had chosen as the place most likely to offe 
me success. I found a job as a typist-re 
ceptionist in a small plastics plant. And 
this time I was not masquerading. I wa; 
white. 

Coincidence happens in real life. I know 
it doesn’t in stories or plays or books, 
But in real life we have only the power 
to choose. What happens in the choice is 
sometimes fate and sometimes coincidence, 
The day I started my job I didn’t believe 
in coincidence or fate. I believed in my- 
self. And I had reason to. I had defied 
the law of nature that gave me colored 
blood. I had defied the law of man that 
said that blood was different. I had 
passed from one world to another. I was 
reborn, the master of my soul. 

I sang that morning on my way to work, 
walking in the warm sleepiness of early 
morning. I was early, but didn’t realize 
it until I had tried to open the door and 
its rattle had echoed in the darkened 
building. 

I looked about me in confusion, sud 
denly unsure of myself. Maybe a self-as 
sured white girl didn’t get to work early 
the first day. Or if she did, what did she 
do? Id started down the steps when in 
the distance of the dark inside hall I heard 
footsteps and a voice calling. It was a 
deep voice, full of confidence and warmth. 
And as I turned back and looked inside 
I could tell the person coming was the 
janitor. There was no gleam of white 
shirt, no boxlike shadow of a sport jacket, 
no clean-cut outline of pressed trousers. 

The door swung open and I looked into 
the smiling eyes of Jim Brandon. Only 
this was not Jim. It was his darker coun- 
terpart with warmth in the amber eyes and 
a gentle bend to the broad shoulders. 

“Jim Brandon.” The words huug pre 
cariously against the cool dark air of the 
building, and my hand reached involun- 
tarily for the support of the opened door, 
sick and frightened by what I said. 

“Scott Brandon.” And his smile broad- 
ened into a personal welcome. “Jim won't 
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be back. He's going on to graduate 
school.” 
My hand relaxed in relief and I 


straightened up. He, too, was new then. 
He'd take my mentioning of Jim as nat- 
yral. But how long could I keep up this 
pretense—that his assumption I’d worked 
here before was true. I covered it with an- 
other smooth lie. 

“No. I’m new here. It’s just that Mr. 
Thompkin mentioned all—all the employ- 
ees by name when I applied. I’m sorry.” 
| smiled. trying to lure him into my de- 
ception, then instantly regretted it. It put 
us on an equal. 

“Well. you must be Miss Campbell. Mr. 
Thompkin told me about you. Said you 
might be early. Now how about a cup of 
coffee to start your day off?” 

I couldn’t have been more shocked had 
[really been the pure white southern lass 
[ was playing. And it must have shown in 
my face, for I saw Scott Brandon step 
back, his face flushed, and the look in 
his eyes was torture. Did I look that 
beaten when I looked into the face of a 
prejudiced white? Pity and grief and 
shame made me dizzy and I stepped past 
Scott quickly into the cool hall. But not 
before I saw the shadow of contempt in his 
eyes turn to pity and then resignation. 
When we faced each other again he was a 
colored man subservient to a white woman. 
As if I’d had life-long experience, I had 
put him in his place. He bowed his head 
and turned abruptly and started leading 
the way down the hall. 

“Your office. Miss Campbell. is this 
way,” and his shoulders reminded me of 
Jim’s the night at the graduate dinner. 
I reached out my hand in apology, my lips 
formed his name, but no sound came, and 
he was beyond my touch. But had he 
turned he would have seen with what dis- 
tressed meekness I followed him down the 
hall that no longer seemed cool. but thick 
with muggy air holding me back. 


HAT FIRST DAY was almost a failure. 

No one really judged my efficiency, but 
I was on exhibit socially. And I was so 
aware of what I had done to Scott that 
morning I could meet no one as their 
equal. And at coffee time I found that the 
whole staff had coffee in a little room 
off Scott’s headquarters near the furnace. 
He made the coffee, bought the rolls, and 
played host. He was as accepted as Mr. 
Thompkin. And even my the 
shame they didn’t know I felt, branded me 
as a prejudiced southerner. And I think 
even Mr. Thompkin was sorry he hired me. 

I had to work hard from then on to 
prove I was capable of handling the job. 
Spending so much time at work left me 
alone a great deal. I didn’t feel relaxed 
enough to go to the “lounge” as the coffee 
break room was called, but from little hints 
here and there I learned everyone thought 
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it was because of my prejudice againg 
Scott. close 





I did make a few friends, was invited the be 
out, and invited others to my apartment. gill 
I had dates, but no one asked me twice, |} © _ 
didn’t feel at ease with any of the girls, th 
let alone the men who dated me. I had schoo 
suppressed myself so long I could not be ae 


at ease with anyone. Besides I didn’t trus 
myself. Every word, every reaction was my ¢ 
guarded, for I never knew what might give .. 
me away. 

It was Thanksgiving week before I . plete 
nally worked up enough courage to go to was | 
the lounge. Long before people had | ‘hey 






































stopped asking me. They never guessed I 

| the real reason. I knew the one person mise 

/ down there that would be able to put me volve 
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HIS FIRM’S MONEY... _— , buses, but not me. But that day sheer prot 

i . = loneliness drove me down there. twee 

I pulled open the heavy door, and barely of tl 

cleared it as it swung out of my hand clim 

and slammed shut with a bang that re. spe 

verberated through the whole building. fer 

Silence followed, and in that accusing Cou 

manner interrupted people have of looking she 

over their shoulder at an unwelcome in- — 

truder, the whole group turned and looked Ne 

at me. I was panic-stricken and would * 

have fled from the combined hostility but r 
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hunting a place to sit down, I wondered 
z p 


ae ; if I could get a job someplace else, and . 


: ir 
Y a start all over again. i 
+ ‘ ‘ a 


J' ST THEN Miss Piatt. the office man- 
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Then he looked a me in a very peculiar | 
manner, as if he were trying to give me 4 
special message. It only succeeded in mak- 
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close to the couch, crossing his arms over 
the back, and seemed to withdraw from the 
conversation, I realized what he had tried 
to warn me against. The group was deep 
into a discussion on segregation in the 
schools in the South. And what I feared 
would happen; I felt a kinship with Scott, 
and I could not deny his real feeling for 
my certain embarrassment in such a dis- 
cussion. If only someone had disagreed 
before I came in. But they were in com- 
plete harmony. A touch of disagreement 
was the spice this holiday pie needed, and 
they were going to see I added the spice. 

I held the steaming coffee and waited 
miserably as the conversation moved to in- 
volve me. As I waited, I thought, aware 
of Scott looking at me now and then from 
Perhaps he alone 
strange mix- 


the corner of his eye. 
could understand the South’s 
ture of love and hate, loyalty and betrayal, 
protection and exposure that exists be- 
tween the colored and the white. Did any 
of them really know about the warm sultry 
climate that bred their soft manner of 
speaking, their gentle way of life, their 
fiery resistance to change and interference. 
Could anyone in the room understand the 
whole south’s very existence is like the 
quiet- passive heat that precedes a hurri- 
cane? 

Suddenly I realized someone had ad- 
dressed me. I looked up and spoke with 
the futility of my knowledge of my stormy 
Dixie—whether colored or white. 

“You don’t know what you’re talking 
about.” 

“You don’t believe in integration?” The 
words were smeared with superiority, and 
I turned to the speaker. It was Miss Mos- 
kin. She was smiling with the assurance 
of a second generation Serbian, from the 
maturity of being four years my senior. 
She was darker than half my family, as de- 
fensive as any turncoat. I hated her au- 
dacity. Hadn’t my people been here a 
hundred or more years longer than hers. 
How dare she think she knew about the 
south or any Southerner’s feelings. I 
wanted to slap her face, but remembered 
I was nearly nineteen now, no longer able 
to bite or kick an opponent the way I did 
in kindergarten and grade school. Or as 
recently as shoving my Grace 
against the locker when we were freshmen 
for saying I acted like white trash. 

I gripped the cup, unconsciously flashed 
Scott a plea for defense, and whispered, 
“I didn’t say that.” 

Too late I realized they misunderstood 
my remark. Quickly I tried to redeem 
myself with explanations that only en- 
tangled me more, and knew through the 
whole bitter episode had it not been for 
Scott there would have been no need for 
redemption. But he was my 
science asking atonement, and I couldn’t 
hide behind false prejudice. This man in 
just a look. a movement, had given me 


cousin 


guilty con- 


more understanding than anyone I had 
known since I started on this dangerous 
journey to a white existence. He'd given 
sympathy and pity to a girl he thought 
was a misunderstood Southerner. But such 
a gentle man could surely give to anyone, 
without questions. The others in the room 
no longer mattered. I must prove to Scott 
Brandon I was on his side. 


ROM THAT DAY ON I spent what 
spare time I had in the lounge. I often 
ate lunch there because I could be alone 
with him, relaxed I felt. How 
much at home with him. Oh, at first I was 
shy. I might as well have been white and 


and how 


prejudiced for all I knew how to build up 
our friendship. I was certainly no longer 
acting, for I found when someone has a 
picture of you in their mind, it takes a long 
But by Christ- 
mas we were sitting on the couch com- 
panionably and he had even brought his 
own lunch in to eat with me. 

“Are you going home?” he asked, the 


time to destroy the print. 


last week before the holiday. 

“No,” I answered, feeling my old guilt 
return. “It’s too far,” I lied. “Besides I 
have a lot of work to do on the apartment.” 

“Couldn’t that wait?” 

“Did you ever see a woman that could 
wait for a closet? I’m tired of waiting for 
Mr. Greenbee to send someone. I’m calling 
the employment office to get them to send 
me a carpenter.” My voice trailed off and I 
looked up at Scott. Suddenly I remem- 

What if he came home for 
“What do you do with your 
Will your—your brother be 


bered Jim. 
Christmas? 
holiday? 
home?” 

“Jim? No, not this year. 
busy. I think he’s got a girl. I'll just stick 
around home.” 

I felt light with relief, drunk with the 
relief of such a near catastrophe. “You 
I began and Scott 


Says he’s too 


don’t suppose you—” 
interrupted. 

“That I could do it for you? I don’t see 
Suppose I drop by tomorrow and 
measure it. Get the material all lined up 
before my day off?” 

And so Scott Brandon 
house. I couldn’t sleep the night before, 
worrying what the other tenants would say 
about his being there. I learned it was as 
natural as breathing for a prejudiced white 
girl to hire a Negro to do her work. 

I think even Scott felt the festive air of 


why not. 


came to my 


the occasion, though I tried to contain 
myself. But he might have been my 


youngest uncle laughing and talking with 
me, or one of my cousins that were like 
brothers to me. Or the boyfriend I never 
allowed myself to have. 

I curled upon the chair in the bedroom 
and chin in hand watched him measure 
He wore a close- 
move a 


the spot for the closet. 
fitting sweater and with each 
muscle rippled. He made the room look 
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ridiculously small and dainty, and if ] 
stood beside him my head would scarcely 
brush the top of his shoulder. 

His deep warm voice softened the room’s 
sounds like bright carpeting. It lured me 
into the confines of his world. A world that 
reached only as far as his voice could 
reach. It lulled me into the peace I fee] 
when I first awaken, before the realities 
of my own complications are remembered, 
I sat there, absorbed by him, my only pas. 
sion to love and be loved. I forgot his 
color and my color. But mostly I forgot 
what I had become—what I was in the 
eyes of Scott Brandon. Because he had 
been able to give understanding even when 
he didn’t understand, he had forced me to 
look beneath the surface. Stripping away 
his covering, I had stripped away my own, 
until the only difference between us was 
that he was a man, and I was a love. 
starved girl. 

There is nothing like repression to 
create abandon. Once the dam of all my 
reserve was gone, the surge of suppressed 
emotions flowed rampant through me. If 
this man and I were colorless then there 
was no reason for me to be white. And if 
I had no reason to be white. I had no need 
to hold back my feeling, to remain unin- 
volved, to live alone. 

I felt my blood pounding from my heart 
into my body, making every part of me 
alive and responsive. Music washed with 
it, like a pounding surf, like the hum of a 
waterfall, the cord of its stream strung 
from the top ledge to the rocks beneath, 
like a brassy note of tinkling stream. My 
feet felt like dancing—from where I sat to 
where he stood, and no farther. My fingers 
longed to ripple through his hair. to cup 
my palm against the curve of his cheek. 
My head bent as if to nestle in the deep 
hollow between his throat and his chest. 

[ moved and the gentle wave of his 
voice ceased. He turned to me, but did not 
lift his head as he bent over the tape he 
was folding. He spoke again, so unaware 
of the pounding in my heart. “That’s that 
for today, Miss Campbell. Shall I go ahead 
and order the material?” 

He lifted his head and looked at me, but 
too late. The cool formality of his voice 
shocked me back to reality. 

“Yes.” and my voice was barely more 
than a whisper. I’d been so close to be- 
coming real again I was weak. I didn’t 
move for there was no place for me to go. 
but to him, and looking at him now through 
his eyes looking at me, I knew an impreg- 
nable wall separated us. 

He left shortly afterwards. taking with 
him muscled body, his warm voice, the 
aroma of his tobacco and shaving cream. 
his shadow that for a moment had fallen 
across a room and enveloped me. But 
when I shut the door, and leaned against 
it, I found he had not taken fire he had 
kindled within me. 


PASSED. 
closet, he 
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worked on my stove, then the community 
washer in the basement. Next he repaired 
a tear in Mrs. Comstock’s linoleum. She 
was an elderly lady across the hall living 
on a pension and mothering everyone in 
the building. Then old Mr. Barnett’s 
plaster fell, and Scott worked there. We 
had coffee together in Mrs. Comstock’s 
tiny kitchen, and by deep winter he was 
as much a part of our building as he was 
the plant. 

And what was happening to me? My 
acceptance of Scott seemed to break away 
all the feeling against me. I really made 
friends. I became what I planned to be- 
come. Good at. my job. surrounded by 
friends that liked and welcomed me, and 
any door I wanted to enter was opened. 
Every one, except the one I'd closed to 


Scott. So how did I feel? Like a shadow 
that moved and lived in reality. but had 
its being in the world of a dream. for I 


was in love. 

I loved everything about Scott Brandon. 
The way he laughed, his serious. intense 
face when he sat backwards on chairs and 
dispensed wisdom with punctuating thrusts 
of his broad hands. I learned he loved to 
fish, read stories. and 
thought most He ad- 
mired men of courage and nobility of any 
creed or race, and women with integrity 
and natural He the 
fears that make cowards of 
that all men of every 
prejudiced about something. His weakness 
was his lack of ambition, but that I saw 
and easy 


never mystery 


movies were flat. 


understood 
us all, 


station in life are 


grace. 
and 


with eyes of love as contentment: 
way he took offense and would not fight 
for his rights. He hated social climbers, 
greediness, and colored people who be- 
trayed their race and passed as white. 

I sat in the lounge as he told me. his 
voice growing loud, pounding against me 
like a thousand clenched fists. 

“And you couldn’t forgive someone that 
did?” I asked quietly, unable to look at 
him. “I could.” 

“You aren’t colored, Mellie.” Like every- 
one in the office we used first names. “I'd 
think that person nothing but selfish— 
wanting every comfort just for himself. He 
wouldn’t care about—the rest of us.” 

And so that quiet day in March after 
winter had died and before spring was 
born, I was doomed to stay white. 

But all the while we led to this point 
and afterwards, I knew Scott Brandon was 
aware of me as a woman. That he never 
showed it or made any move to cross the 
barrier between us only him, 
endeared him. Here was no ordinary man. 
He had the honesty to love naturally when 
He had the integrity to abide 
by codes society had set to control man’s 
actions. 

Oh, I tried to tell him the truth about 
me. But two things stopped me: the thrills 


55 5 


ennobled 


love came. 


I found, the complete freedom, of being 
white; and his hatred of those who passed. 


r['RAPPED in my own masquerade, my 

days piled one upon another. Days of 
joy when I saw him in the hall or the 
lounge. Days of despair when I couldn’t 
find him any place at all. What happened 
next makes no sense or reason except to 
someone who has loved as desperately as 
I began to love. who has been possessed 
with all the frustrations of love that only 
begins and never moves beyond that point. 

It started with the new elevator girl. 
Pauline was beautiful. Smooth, dark skin, 
coal-black hair. and a curved figure that 
made me ashamed of my dancer’s slimness. 
She was four years my senior, a year older 
than Scott, and a divorcee hunting another 
man. She was practiced in the ways of 
getting one. 

Everything being equal. I not 
have been afraid that Pauline could have 
gotten Scott Brandon to give her a look. 
But she could sit with him in the lounge. 
She would invite him home to dinner. She 


would 


could move close to him in the elevator and 
let her eyes turn him into an idol to be 
adored. 

When Mrs. Comstock called him in to 
take down the little heater she had in her 
bathroom during the cold months, I de- 
liberately waited in the hall until he was 
finished and invited him in to have supper. 
It was a bold step. I could never tell him 
I was colored. so I had to have him as a 
white girl—and let him think everything 
it implied. At least Pauline wasn’t going 
to have him. 

“Ts that a social invitation, Mellie?” 


“T guess so.” I stuttered in embarrass- 


ment. 
“You know I can’t.” 
“Why? What’s the matter? You look 


Have I?” 


like I’ve shocked you? 
“Maybe.” 
“Maybe.” “That’s no 


I flared hotly. 


answer.” 
“You don’t seem like the kind that 
comes North and goes Bohemian. That’s 


all.” 
“What do you mean? 
“T mean I don’t believe in walking into 


9” 


something I know will only hurt both of us. 
I think I’d better go.” 

“Coward,” I sobbed out my anger with 
him. 

He turned, and our bodies touched in a 
flame of anger. And what does it matter 
what sparks the flame between a man 
or woman. fascina- 
tion, 
there is no turning back. 
about me, my body stretched to meet his, 


Anger, hatred, need, 
defense. Once they have touched 


His arms went 


my lips pressed against his eager mouth. 
Here was the fire I'd tried to find in danc- 
ing, here was the dormant flame that Jim 
Brandon and his accusing eyes stirred and 
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| twisted into guilt. But above all here 
vas a man that had burnt away the bridges 
[ had built between myself and human 
emotion, while the cool waters I thought 
surrounded me like a moat were churning 
lava from a volcano of passion. 
When we parted it was Scott who pulled 
way. He held me by the shoulders and 
looked into my eyes shaking his head, “I’m 
orry, Mellie. I’m sorry.” Then he was 
me, 
That night I sat before my mirror and 
[ stared at my white skin and my light 
es and for the first time in my life I 
hated myself. Only Scott’s love could give 
1e back my self-respect. 


HE NEXT WEEK was miserable. Scott 
avoided me. He had the excuse he was 
etting ready for the company picnic and 
id no time for coffee breaks or extra 
ork. Pauline offered her assistance, and 
spent more time helping him than 
inning the elevator. 
There were two whispers going around 
plant. Pauline was dating Scott, and 
ott had handed in his resignation and 
ouldn’t be back after the company picnic. 
[he picnic was to be held at a private 
ike with a fishing lodge and cabins. But 
wr this holiday. the first one of the season, 
company had engaged it entirely for 
employees. Several of the men went out 
he night before for fishing, and were 
ere ready to greet first arrivals. 
Scott was one of the ones that went 
rly. I learned this from Pauline the 
ht before when she took me down on 
he elevator. 
You’re going?” I asked, trying to keep 
he ice out of my voice. 
Pil be there to greet you, Miss Camp- 
1]. and she laughed and winked. 
[ stepped out of the elevator blindly and 
lowed into Mr. Thompkin. “Why, Mellie. 
u look pale. Can I give you a lift.” 
| looked into his pink face rounded by 
fort. I must have nodded, for he took 
arm and led me out of the building. 
For all his money Mr. Thompkin drove 
ywn car, a small black unobtrusive bit 
f metal. I sank against the real leather 
d refused to think what Pauline’s words 
plied. Well, she wouldn’t meet him to- 
ht. I'd find him myself and tell him 


the truth. I’'d take my chances then against 
The fight would be fair. We'd be 
ual again. 


Going on the picnic, Mellie?” Mr. 
lhompkin brought me back to the present. 
Yes. ’'m—I’m looking forward to it.” 
Scott’s done a good job this year. Never 
seen him work so hard. And he’s al- 
iys been a good worker. 
You’ve known him long?” I asked in 
rprise, 
Since he was a boy. He and Jim have 
irked one place or another for me since 
dad left them.” 
Left them?” 
You didn’t know? Quite a story. His 


parents were handsome, light-colored Ne- 
groes. His dad was an ambitious cuss. He 
was my dad’s chauffeur. Had one drive in 
his life—to be an equal with white men. 
He had his wife talked into it and then Jim 
and Scott were born. Maybe you didn’t 
know, but Scott has a twin brother Jim. 
When Big Scott Brandon saw the twins 
were dark, he left his family. I guess I 
was the only person that ever understood. 
I was ambitious too, in those days, Mellie. 
The boys never forgave him. And he’s 
never returned so they could vent their 
hatred out on him.” 

Mr. Thompkin went on talking but I 
heard nothing but the mumble of his voice. 
No wonder Scott hated those who passed. 
Poor Scott, and when the tears fell down 
my face Mr. Thompkin rightly guessed it 
was in pity for Scott, but he did not know 
it was also in heartbreak for myself. 

I'd never have gone to the picnic, but 
Gwen Piatt stopped by for me. I'd even 
forgotten I’d promised to go with her. I 
looked at her standing in my doorway, my 
face tear-streaked, my mind in a daze. 

“T can’t.” I whispered, but Gwen ignored 
my protests, and literally dragged me out 
to her car. 

I didn’t see Scott all day—or Pauline, 
for that matter. I was miserable, but 
Gwen kept fussing over me, when she 
wasn’t prying to find out what was the 
matter. I longed for the consolation of a 
friend—someone to say I had been right. 
But who was there to tell? Who would 
understand? Scott. only Scott. He would 
understand but he would hate me, too. 


ATE IN THE AFTERNOON I wan- 

dered off from Gwen, and walked down 
to the lake. It looked so peaceful, so re- 
moved from the complexities of human 
life. If I walked along the shore I might 
by some magic become removed. too. In- 
different. I walked—straight to the spot 
where Scott was fishing. I hesitated too 
long staring at the sun glistening on his 
hair, cutting across his dark skin like a 
red slash. He turned and saw me. That 
nothing had been resolved between us was 
undeniable. that he regretted ever looking 
up and finding me was certain. but sud- 
denly we were fishing silently side by side, 
because I said I hate fishing when he 
looked at me with obvious agony. 

We flung the line into the water time 
and time again. My hair fell loose, I lost 
my shoes in the soft sand, and the right 
strap to my sundress broke. 

By late afternoon several fish lay in his 
bucket and tired and exhausted we sat 
down at the table to cut them up. And 
that is the way Jim found us. 

I did not see him at first. I heard him 
shout Scott’s name and we both turned to 
see him bolting down the hill to where we 
sat under the willows. He looked excited, 
happy. Then he saw me. He seemed to 
stop in midair, then sink slowly back to 
earth, the muscles of his face twisting as 
if in pain. 


*Mellie.” and he cursed me with my owa 
name. 

I stood up. my hand tightening about the 
knife in my hand. It wouldn’t have mat- 
tered what was in my hand. I would have 
gripped the very air for support. 

Jim looked at me, but he spoke to Scott, 
“Have you lost your mind, Scott?” 

“What do you mean?” Scott said. 

Jim stepped closer, grabbing my wrist, 
and his lips said what his eyes had told 
me that night at the dinner. “She’s noth- 
ing but a turncoat. She’s a colored girl— 
passing!” 

I forgot the knife was in my hand. | 
struck out blindly against him. I did not 
know until Scott’s body pulled away from 
the knife, that I had stabbed him when 
he pushed his way between me and Jim— 
and the knife. 

A policeman stood over me, and behind 
him a nurse. I saw them through a blur of 
tears. 

“He’s going to live,” the nurse was say- 
ing. “Who is Mellie?” 

“T am,” I whispered. She looked at me 
shocked, then went on. “He asked for you. 
Just a moment ago. Just before he went to 
sleep again. He said he loved you. That | 
had to find you and tell you so.” 

Jim leaped to his feet. “He couldn’t.” 

The nurse stepped back in confusion. 
her eyes darting fearfully from me to Jim 
and back again. “He could have been out 
of his head. But he sounded desperate.” 

“What else did he say, nurse?” the po- 
lice cut in. 

“Nothing, officer. He was out of his 
head then. Kept telling me to find Mellie. 
or else she might change color again and 
then he’d never find her.” 

I must have smiled, for the officer 
whirled on me. “Something funny, miss?” 

Jim yanked me to my feet. “She ought 
to laugh. She stabbed him. Now he’s going 
to live. That makes it fine for her. Love 
He won’t when he comes to.” 

“Did you stab him, miss?” The officer 
asked his face mingled with professional 
indifference and male disgust. 

“Yes.” I answered. 

“Want to tell me how it happened? I'll 
have to book you for assault.” 

“T know.” 

He pulled up a chair, and placing a clip 
board on his knees began firing questions 
at me, stopping only once to tell Jim if he 
doubted things were being handled 
properly he could see the chief. 

The questions were routine—name, age. 
address, occupation, then suddenly he 
“What’s a white girl like you 
mixed up with these colored people for?” 

I looked at the officer, and then at Jim. 
and my answer came easily, and with it 
the loss of all need to be anything but 
myself—in love with Scott Brandon. 

“I’m Negro, too.” 


you? 


stopped. 


THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


about what the world needs more of these 
days. That is, The Masculine Touch. The 
world’s becoming too feminine nowadays. 
I've begun to feel a bit different lately my- 
self. So let’s have more of that Masculine 
Touch.”’) 

Other tunes in the album are standards 
in Billy’s nitery act, among them the trade- 
marked That Old Black Magic, On The 
Sunny Side Of The Street, My Gal Sal and 
One Hundred Years From Today. 

While Billy offered his usual repertoire 
in “The Masculine Touch,” the “You Go 
To My Head” collection won the nod from 
critics as his most musical work on record- 
ings to date. Although he had to sell both 
packages on music alone, he satisfied the 
experts more as a real singer in the second 
than in the first. Noted one critic: “Billy 
Daniels shows everybody how well he can 
sing in the jazz package.” 

Billy probably was as close as he’s ever 
heen to being a straight-down-the-middle 
singer on the sides for “You Go To My 
Head.” He dropped the well-known gim- 


emotional voice that can range from thun- 
der to whisper, he embraces passion in 
every song. His style is vigorous. To each 
melody, he imparts zest and masculine 
virility. 

According to some musicians, Billy’s ap- 
peal stems from his passionate approach to 
the phrasing. They may have pegged the 
thing right too. Surely women seem to 
derive an extra special charge out of the 


crooner’s impassioned singing. 


SELECTED SINGLES 

HOT: Earl Palmer’s Drum Village Parts 
I & II (Capitol), a swinging two-sided in- 
strumental which serves to introduce on the 
label a highly regarded young drummer 
called “New Orleans’ contribution to the 
world of rock ’n’ roll.” Supported by his 
“Ten Piece Rockin’ Band,” percussionist 
Palmer, now living in Los Angeles, beats 
out some sizzling rhythms in his first ap- 
pearance on wax as a bandleader. Pre- 
had recorded as a rhythm 
section for Elvis Presley, Fats 
Domino. Little Richard, Roy Brown, Ernie 
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SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 








micks from his voice. He adhered strictly 
to the sober mood of the arrangements. 
Here he allowed his true voice to carry 
his appeal. Result: his clean vocal expres- 
sions register brilliantly and convincingly 
on the 12 tunes which include the ever 
popular Blues Skies, Just In Time, You 
Turned The Tables On Me, Time After 
Time and You Go To My Head, the title 
ditty. 

Billy’s singing naturally makes the al- 
bum the musical treat it is but some of the 
credit should also go to the appropriate 
backing he got from several topnotch 
Hollywood musicians. In the supporting 
cast were jazz giants like bassist Joe Com- 
fort, pianist Jimmy Rowles, trumpeters 
Harry (Sweets) Edison and Pete Candoli, 
trombonist Milt Bernhart, altoist Willie 
Smith and tenor saxist Ben Webster. As 
featured instrumentalists in a big studio 
band, the seven mainly set the groove in 
which Billy turned in his excellent singing. 

After listening closely to Billy on ree- 
ords, some characteristics about his sing- 
ing stand out in clearcut figures. With an 


Freeman and Ricky Nelson. Side I features 
“chicken” beat; Side II the 
now popular “I’m Walking” theme. 
COOL: Billy Eckstine’s Bali Ha’i/ 
Younger Than Springtime (MGM), which 


an up-tempo 


has the slick styled vocalist in superb form 
on a couple from the musical South Pacific. 
Mr. B. recorded the pair several months 
ago when he was under contract to MGM. 
Diskery decided to release coupling to co- 
incide with movie house showings of 20th 
Century-Fox’s current film version of the 
Rodgers-Hammerstein masterpiece. 

POP: Billy Ward Dominoes’ Sweeter As 
The Years Go By/Solitude (Liberty), an 
old-fashioned barbershop ballad and the 
Ellington evergreen, both showcasing the 
leader delivering listenable vocals. 

BLUES: Ruth Brown’s Book Of Lies/ 
Just Too Much (Atlantic). A-side provides 
the belter with the type of solid blues fare 
she can really show off her talents on. She 
chirps at her rocking, socking best on this 
side. Flip is routine blues stuff but it 


swings. 














the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL iis such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now, It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it will full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care. Just send your name and address 
to — GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept YC-6, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 


POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 








DO YOU want this GENUINE 
\\al, MIRACULOUS 
Ay MEDAL? 


Do YOU want to be HAPPY? Are 
YOU afraid that tomorrow will 
bring you more misery and trou- 
ble? Do YOU want HELP? Our 
BLESSED MARY promised to 
GIVE YOU HELP and _ Special 
Graces if YOU wear Her MIRAC- 
ULOUS MEDAL. Have faith and 

. the very same MIRACULOUS 








wear this medal. . 
MEDAL that more than a million people are wearing 

iw. you want a 10-day trial of this genuine 
MIRACULOUS MEDAL, just send me your name and 


address. When the postman delivers your genuine MI- 
RACULOUS MEDAL and PRAY FOR MORE, deposit 
only $2 plus postage and handling on my FAITHFUL 
GUARANTEE: Wear the MEDAL close to YOUR 
HEART and use the INFORMATION in Pray for More 
for just 10 days. And if YOU are not SURE that YOUR 
FAITH in HER has helped YOU, I'll return your $2. 
Send NOW for YOUR genuine MIRACULOUS MEDAL to 


MASTER, Dept. 52-L, Lynbrook, N. Y. 
IN 12 WEEKS AT HOME LEA 
QIG pAY rH 





THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high schooi needed to Graduate with 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month, 


Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
lowest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.74. 
F R E booklet gives all facts. Send 
REE name on postcard today! ___== 
The Lincoln School of Practical Nursing | 
805 Larrabee St.,Dept. T-6 LosAngeles46, Calif. 















| 
| Rush 16-page FREE booklet “‘ Careers in Nursing”’. | 
NAME 
| ADDRESS -----------—- | 
eta 








i 
| 
i 


ae a ee 


a 


yee tS 





ncaententiiee sear 


Betrayed By My Husband 


(Continued from Page 19) 


mer hits the bass drum, and you move kind 
of graceful like.” 

“You make it sound easy,” John said. 
“But what direction do you move in? 
That’s my problem.” 

I laughed and propped my head on his 
shoulder. “Just follow me,” I ordered. 

And John did follow me a lot after that: 
all over the USO Club, to my home that 
iight, back again the next week end. We 
fell in love quickly and easily, not stopping 
» wonder much about each other or much 
about the future. We just knew that we 
iked each other. that we were comfortable 
ogether, and that the whole world looked 
different to us both when we were together. 

John was in charge of his company’s 
motor pool then. “I’m a pretty good 
mechanic,” he told me once. “And I figure 
when all this is over to open my own 
garage. With the know-how I’m getting in 
the Army, I should be able to get a GI 
loan and go in business for myself. Any- 
how, I’m not exactly broke now. I guess if 
1 guy doesn’t know how to gamble and 
doesn’t know how to dance—well, gam- 
bling and girls are about the only things to 
take your money when you're in the 
Army.” 

[ laughed and squeezed him tighter as 
we walked arm-in-arm through the liquid 
yellow sunshine of a summer Sunday after- 
noon. We were on an adventure through 
the park, stopping to watch the swans on 
the lake, making faces at the monkeys in 
their cages and looking in awe at the giant 
elephants lumbering across the earth. 

It was dark when we started back home, 
und as we crossed the bridge over a small 
stream, John stopped, ran his hand into 
his pocket and pulled out some coins. Toss- 
ing one over the side he commanded: 

Here, make a wish.” 

“Will it come true?” I asked eagerly. 

‘Sure it will,” he said. “It has to, I just 
paid for it.” 

We laughed and leaned over the rail to- 
fe¢ ther. 

“T wish—” I started. 

No, no,” John cut in. “Not out loud. 
Just make it to yourself.” 

So I closed my eyes and made a wish. 
(nd for the first time I realized just how 
I felt about John. I wished that we could 
be together for the rest of our lives; that 
this man was my husband, and that I was 
his wife. The thought frightened me. I 
opened my eyes wide and stared at John. 

“Oh, John!” I gasped. 

And suddenly his arms were around me, 
his lips touching my cheek, my eyes, my 
mouth, and we clung together in a long, 


passionate kiss. It was our first, but we 
both knew right then that it was love. 


HREE MONTHS LATER we were'mar- 

ried by a chaplain in the tiny white 
chapel on the Army base. My sister, Sarah, 
and John’s Army buddy, Bill Scott. were 
witnesses. John had secured a three-day 
pass for our honeymoon, and we had 
decided to spend it in a downtown hotel. 
Just to make sure there weren’t any 
hitches, John made reservations over the 
telephone and had been accepted. 

But still, the desk clerks and bellhops 
looked at us kind of funny when we 
checked in, and I was a little embarrassed 
knowing what they thought with John 
standing there in his Army uniform and 
me with a small overnight case in my hand. 

“T don’t think they believe we’re really 
married.” I told John shyly, as I put my 
left hand on his arm, making sure that my 
bright new golden wedding band was show- 
ing. 

The clerk reddened slightly with embar- 
rassment, mumbled something about con- 
gratulations, and hastily shoved a room key 
toward John. 

A grinning uniformed bellboy scooped 
up our meager baggage and led us off to 
the elevator. As we took off for the sixth 
floor, the elevator boy turned to us with a 
slightly quizzical look. 

“Newlyweds,” the bellhop told him sim- 
ply. The elevator boy’s quizzical look 
turned to a knowing one, and now I felt my 
own face blush with embarrassment. 

Our honeymoon suite was a simply fur- 
nished small room with a bath off to one 
side. There was only the dresser, a couple 
of end tables, two chairs, a small radio 
that played for an hour when you dropped 
a quarter into it, and the big dark-brown, 
four-poster bed. 

“Tt isn’t a cabin at Niagara Falls.” John 
remarked as he watched me peeking about 
the room, inspecting every nook and 
cranny. 

“T didn’t want Niagara Falls.” I told 
him. “This is our own private little world 
away from the world.” And then I walked 
into his open arms, holding him tight, 
clinging to this man who was now my hus- 
band; my protector from all evil. my 
deliverer from the world of poverty and 
bedlam. 

But the adoration and protection I felt 
in John’s presence then was shattered later 
that night with the grim awakening to the 
facts of marriage. I would not only share 
this man’s gaity and laughter and plans. 
But I would share something even more 
physical. He was a man and I was a wom- 


an, and we would sleep in the same bed, 
And our first meeting in that honeymoon 
bed was not the velvet sweetness and de. 
light that I had read of in the story books, 
It was instead, degrading and painful and 
shocking and embarrassing. And despite 
John’s patience and tenderness, I found 
myself hating this stranger who shamed me 
with his lustful brutality. Even worse, | 
feared the aftermath of pregnancy. 

Whether or not John ever suspected my 
resentment, I never knew for sure. But al. 
ways after that, I felt that for both John 
and me, our honeymoon night had been a 
failure, and maybe we would never capture 
together the magic chemistry of sex. 

But there was so much fun and excite. 
ment in the first days of marriage that we 
never talked of this; It never became a 
problem. Our days were filled with busy 
planning and the awe of fitting two lives 
together. At night, John continued to ap- 
proach the marital bed with patience and 
tenderness, and though I always resented 
this part of our togetherness, I never re- 
fused him. Still, ever after our wedding 
night I was cautious of becoming pregnant, 
for always in my mind was the vivid pic- 
ture of my mother—haggard, worn, too 
grey too early. scuffling with us eight chil- 
dren. 

Not me, I whispered silently in the dead 
of night, where the only sound was John’s 
passionate breathing. No, it will never hap- 
pen to me. 


T HE FIRST YEAR of our marriage was 

made up primarily of three-day passes 
and week ends, which we spent mostly in 
hotels because there simply was not enough 
room or enough privacy in a house. But 
finally the day came when John was dis- 
charged from the Army and was ready to 
go into business for himself. Those were 
happy times for both of us; John planning 
and working away at his new garage, and 
me busy fixing up our little three-room 
apartment. It wasn’t much, but it was ours, 
and there was nobody else to share it. No 
one would violate the quiet walls of our 
sanctuary; no children, no relatives, few 
friends. 

Once when my young sister Pearl be- 
came seriously ill, John suggested that we 
bring her to stay with us for a while, but I 
objected: 

“Tt would be almost as bad for the three 
of us in these small rooms, John, as it is 
for her at home. At least Charles and I are 
both married and away now, so there is 
more room than there used to be. Besides, 
I can go over there and help look after her 
from time to time.” 

“Okay, if that’s the way you want it,” 
John said. “but I just wanted you to know 
that she is welcome here as far as I’m con- 
cerned.” 

“T know, honey,” I said, kissing him 
lightly on the cheek as I said quietly to 
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myself: No, this is our castle, and I will 
defend it against all comers. 

But while I was prepared to defend it 
against the enemy without, I never 
suspected the enemy within—John himself. 
Oh, it didn’t start at first. In fact, three 
years passed while John was busy building 
his garage from a small, two-man opera- 
tion to the point where he hired six help- 
ers. Then he began talking of the one thing 
I dreaded, a family. 

“Things are going pretty well down at 
the garage now,” he said. “We can afford 
to have a kid or two now. Besides, it would 
give you something to do while I’m away at 
work. I know I spend an awful lot of time 
at the garage, and it must be a little tire- 
some being here at home by yourself so 
much.” 

“Just don’t you worry about me,” I told 
him, trying to sound extra gay. “I find 
plenty to do.” 

John grunted. “Still it would be nice to 
have a kid,” he said. 

I managed to change the subject after 
that, and it didn’t come up again for many 
months. John continued to work at build- 
ing his business, and like he said, I was 
becoming bored sitting at home while he 
worked such long hours. And although I 
consciously tried to avoid mentioning it to 
him, I found myself beginning to nag a 
little bit, asking him to spend more time at 
home. 

“Business is good.” I argued. “You have 
plenty of help. You don’t have to stay there 
night and day.” I was sorry after I said it, 
sorry for both the words and the bitter 
edge that was in my voice, for I knew what 
John’s reply would be. 

“You wouldn’t be so lonesome.” he said, 
“if you were raising a family. That’s what 
women were made for, you know.” 

His last words cut into me like a whip- 
lash, and I flinched as though I actually 
felt the physical pain. “You men seem to 
have a lot of ideas about what women are 
meant for,” I snapped, knowing that for the 
first time we were bringing our problems 
out into the open. 

“The system has been going on for 
years,” John said hotly, “but you seem to 
think there’s something wrong with it. In 
fact, you seem to think there’s something 
wrong with the whole business.” 

I knew the hidden meaning in his words, 
and that we were now treading on dan- 
gerous ground, but I had been hit, and I 
was fighting back. “I didn’t realize you 
weren't satisfied,” I flared at him, “as often 
as you—” 

“Well, that’s what husbands and wives 
are supposed to do, you know,” John cut in. 
“There isn’t anything dirty about it. That’s 
the way we all get here on earth.” 

“You're being hateful!” I screamed, and 
then tears were in my eyes. 

“Oh, forget it Ella,” John said, pushing 
up from the table and stalking into the 
living room.” 

Thus, we had our first really serious 
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Got Relief from Itching, Stinging Misery of 


TEEN AGE 
PIMPLES 


“I hated the itching misery of pimples 
I tried 
many lotions and ointments but none 
of them seemed to give me the help I 
wanted for my itching, burning misery 
until my mother bought a jar of Black 
and White Ointment. It eased the itch- 
ing, burn and sting fast. I think it’s a 


and blackheads on my face. 


swell ointment.”’ 


Joan Ruth Tarpley 


Dallas, Texas 
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ringworm, Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size is only 35¢, and you get 4% times 
as much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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argument. They came often after that, and 
finally, many months later there was the 
eventful night when, after another argu- 
nent about children and sex while we were 
in bed, John apologized and tried to make 
up. He reached for me in the darkness, his 
hand caressing. “I’m sorry, Ella.” he said. 

[ didn’t intend to sound mean. We 

houldn’t fight over a thing like this.” Then 

his lips brushed against my ear, and I 
squirmed away from him, spurning his 
caress. 

“Don’t touch me!” I rasped. “Don’t 
touch me!” 

John’s hand fell away from me, and he 

there very still for several minutes. 
[hen he got up, took his pillow, and went 
nto the living room to the sofa. 

It was three nights later before he came 
back into our bedroom, and it was never 
the same after that. 

John’s absences away from home became 
longer and longer, and somehow, absorbed 

1 the little world of my own, I never sus- 
ected. I didn’t dare suspect, even though 
[ knew our marriage was at a danger- 
susly low ebb. And now it had come to this 
to John’s telling me that there was an- 
other woman. And worst of all, that she 
is going to have his child, and he wanted 

1 divorce. 


S I STOOD watching the rain now, I 

suddenly felt faint and had to hold on 
to the curtains to keep from slipping to the 
floor. 

[ had to stop him. I couldn’t give him 
up. | had to stop him. But how? Apparent- 
ly I had no way to hold him. I would have 
to make a way. Yes, I would have to make 

way. And maybe I could. After all, John 
had never said he loved this other woman. 
[t was just that his precious sense of duty 
was forcing him to go to her to see her 
through the trouble he had gotten her into. 
Perhaps, then, he still really loved me, but 

ince our marriage had been a failure, he 
felt no obligation to stay; he was not duty- 
bound. 

It was up to me, then, to bind him. And 
perhaps I could bind him with the one 
thing I had so carefully avoided all these 

ears; bind him with the one thing that 
was snatching him from me—a child. That 
vas it! A child. 

But there was so little time, and I could 
not go to John now and tell him that I was 
ilready pregnant. He would never believe 
that. He would know I was trying to trick 
him. But maybe if I could really become 
pregnant, he would have to stay. I would 
be in the same predicament as the other 
voman, but I would be his wife. 

\ccomplishing the seduction of my hus- 
band was not easy. His peculiar moral code 
did not quite permit him to make love to 
his wife while another woman awaited him. 
So I found myself in the awkward position 
of playing the town siren to my own hus- 
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band, complete with low lights, soft music, 
a warm drink, and a flimsy new nightgown. 
I did it all under the guise of understand- 
ing—an attempt to sit down and work out 
our problem. Whereas before I had fought 
and cursed the other woman, I now ap- 
peared to be sympathetic. I asked John her 
name, and learned that it was Vera. She 
was three years younger than I, a girl from 
a broken home with a bitter childhood. I 
listened patiently, speaking calmly with 
John about it all, being careful to inter- 
sperse our conversation with little remind- 
ers about the past—the gay days, the 
happy times when we were courting. And 
as we both recalled the years when we had 
been deeply in love, it was easy for me to 
find myself in John’s arms. 

“Ella,” he pleaded, trying to push me 
away as I kissed him. “It’s too late for us 
now. We can’t—” 

I cut him off with another kiss hard 
against his lips. And that night, with lar- 
ceny in my heart, I took John as a lover 
as I had never done before in all the days 
of our marriage. 

Afterwards, I was not so sure that I had 
not made a mistake. John was full of re- 
morse. He pressed the issue or our divorce 
and threatened to move out of the house. 
I begged him to stay, agreeing that I would 
not contest the divorce if he would only 
wait a little while, just a week or so, a few 
more days even. And all the while I secret- 
ly hoped and prayed that I had had a lucky 
night. 

But the days fled by. and soon I could 
hold John no longer. I realized it, and 
realized also that I had failed in my at- 
tempt to conceive. 

But who knew it. except I? Couldn’t I 
now make John think I was going to have 
a baby? I had to. It was the last desperate 
gamble; the final hope. 

Late that evening when John came in, I 
broke the news to him. 

“I know you’re anxious to leave me, 
John,” I said. “But I find myself in a some- 
what embarrassing position. You see. I too 
am going to have your child.” 

John’s chocolate face almost whitened as 
he sank wearily into a chair. “Ella, let’s 
not go into all this again,” he said in a 
tired voice. “You know you’re not—” 

“But I am,” I insisted. “Don’t you 
remember the night. two weeks ago? Well, 
I’m pregnant John. I’m going to have a 
baby.” 

John slumped forward. his hands cover- 
ing his face. He sat there for a long time. 
I merely leaned back and smiled. He 
wouldn’t leave me now. He had too much 
sense of duty. He would stay as long as he 
thought I was going to have a child. And 
maybe I would have. if I kept him long 
enough and tried hard enough. I could fool 
him for a few months even. 

And John did stay reluctantly. We didn’t 
have much to say to each other, but at least 
we were together. Still, as the weeks 


slipped by, I realized that John was becom. 
ing only a hollow shell of the man I had 
married. Wrinkles lined his brow; his eyes 
were listless, and he moved like a man with 
a heavy weight upon his back. Worst of all, 
he lost all capacity or desire for making 
love to me. I would not have minded that, 
except that it meant I could not much 
longer continue the masquerade of ex. 
pectant motherhood. By the fourth month, 
I knew that I could no longer pretend, for 
it was time for outward physical signs of 
the child I claimed to carry. 


HEN it happened—the telephone call 

in the middle of the night that sent John 
scurrying out of the house. It was morning 
before he returned, and although John 
could breathe and talk and move, I knew] 
was looking at a dead man. 

“Vera’s dead,” he said without emotion 
to the questioning look in my eyes. 

I stood there, too stunned to move, but 
realizing somewhere deep in my brain that 
a merciful fate had wiped my problem 
from the face of the earth. Vera was dead! 

“But she had her baby,” John went on, 
as though he were reading my every 
thought. “It’s a boy. My son.” 

“But John.” I said quickly, “nobody has 
to know anything about it.” 

“Everybody will know,” John said 
harshly, emotion in his voice for the first 
time in weeks. “I’m listed as the father on 
his birth certificate.” 

“But John,” I argued, “it can be put ina 
home somewhere. Somebody will adopt it. 
Don’t ruin our lives now with a chance 
to—” 

“Ella, you aren’t going to have a baby. 
Don’t lie. You aren’t going to have a baby.” 

I stood silent. 

“But you’re going to have this one,” he 
said finally. 

“What—What do you mean?” I asked 
incredulously. 

“I’m going to bring my son home,” John 
said. 

“John! No! It would be a disgrace. You 
can’t bring that woman’s baby here.” | 
shouted. 

“Tt’s my son, do you understand that,” he 
said, grabbing my arms and shaking me 
roughly. “He’s my son and he’s coming 
home. We’ve done enough wrong, you and 
I. Let’s do something decent now. He's 
coming here, and you’re going to be his 
mother. You’re going to take care of him, 
and we’re going to be a family.” 

I saw the look in John’s eyes and trem- 
bled with fright. I was trapped. What I had 
refused John I would now have to accept 
ready made. And I knew that if I was ever 
again to have John’s love, I would have to 
prove worthy by loving this child he was 
going to bring into our house. 

I was not sure I could. I was not sure 
that it was even possible for there to ever 
be any love in our house again. I could 


only hope and pray. THE END 
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Married—But Looking 


(Continued from Page 14) 


“Now 


over it,” he almost mumbled. go to 


bed. I’ll sleep on the couch.” 


HEN THE eye-aching beams of the 

sun awoke me I was first conscious of 
the ear-splitting sounds of automobiles 
rumbling down the street sounding like 
huge raggedy trucks and the banging, 
blasting sounds of a church bell ringing 
somewhere far in the distance. It felt like 
the bell clapper was bouncing off my skull. 
Walter sat a cup on the table in the 
kitchen downstairs and the sound of it 
made my head throb with pain. 

I swung my legs wide and searching 
through the bed. The coldness of the sheets 
beside me told me that I had slept alone 
for the first time in my marriage. I crum- 
pled the pillow over my head and tried to 


think. My thoughts were muddled and 
there were unreal visions of a terrible 


scene between Walter, Larry and me. I 
closed my eyes tight to try to bolt them 
out. The effort only made my head ache 
worse, 

Downstairs, Walter clumsily dropped the 
cover of the coffee pot. It sounded like the 
crash of a giant cymbal. 

“Why don’t you just break up everything 
there is down there?” I shouted irritably, 
raising up in bed. The walls were weaving 
before my eyes and I felt terribly sick at 
the stomach. After a long silence down- 
stairs, Walter finally spoke—softly and 
without anger in his voice. 

“'m going out to get some fresh air 
and a cup of coffee,” he said. “See if you 
can’t get yourself together by the time I 
get back.” 

I flopped painfully back down into bed. 
Minutes later I heard the front door close 
softly as Walter went out. Immediately, I 
popped out of bed, threw on a robe and 
raced to the telephone. Unsteadily, after 
two false starts getting the numbers mixed 
up I heard Larry’s sleepy voice at the other 
end. 

“It’s me, Larry—Cathy.” I told 
“Are you all right? What did they say 
after I left? Did you get home okay? Has 
Clara heard about it? What did she say?” 
I was full of questions. 

“Oh, don’t worry about me, baby,” Larry 
assured me. “What I want to know is are 
you all right? What happened? What did 
Walter say when you got home?” 

“He didn’t say anything,” I replied. “He 
didn’t even want to talk. Larry, I’ve got to 
see you,” I said. “Today!” 

“Yes, sure, baby,” Larry’s calm, unex- 
cited voice came back to me. “Let’s say 
about seven o’clock—as soon as it gets 
kinda dark.” 

“Yes, Larry, about seven,” 
excitedly. “Where?” 


him. 


I whispered 


“Let me see,” Larry said. “How about 
somewhere around the corner of 39th and 
Pinewood. That’s a quiet neighborhood— 
not too much traffic and not too far for 
each of us. Okay?” 

“Fine,” I said. “Seven. I’ll be there.” 

We hung up without our usual long, 
drawn out whisperings about our love, our 
mutual unhappiness and mutual flattery. It 
was unusual not to hear Larry tell me a lot 
of sweet things I had not heard for a long 
time just before he hung up the phone, but 
I felt that I understood this morning’s con- 
versation. We had a tough problem before 
us. It wasn’t like all the times before, when 
we only talked about possibilities and 
plans. We had been discovered now and we 
were going to have to do something 
definite. 

I went into the kitchen and poured my- 
self a cup of Walter’s half finished coffee. 
It tasted like muddy water. I left the cup 
half full. Upstairs before the bathroom 
mirror I was revolted at the sight of my 
uncombed hair and my red, puffed-up eyes. 
I drew away from the mirror in horror and 
crawled uncertainly back into bed. 


For a brief moment I thought about 
Larry—tall, muscular, witty, gay, strong 


and exciting. It was too bad, I told myself, 
that he married Clara and had two chil- 
dren by her before we met. We were made 
for each other. It was also too bad. I told 
myself, that I had married Walter without 
knowing—without knowing that we would 
be mismated, that we could never have a 
child. We both wanted a child so badly. 
Fleetingly I remembered how we _ had 
talked about adoption, how we had laid the 
idea aside laughingly, saying maybe luck 
would be with us in time. 

But time had crawled on and nothing 
happened; nothing happened, nothing at 
all. We had talked to all of our friends 
They offered sugges- 
tions, We talked to 
Larry and Clara about it early one morn- 
ing in the liquor-soaked brazenness of one 
of the many That’s how 
Larry first knew about my unhappiness. 
The two of us got left in the kitchen mix- 
He said he 


about our problem. 
lots of suggestions. 


“after parties.” 


ing drinks for a brief minute. 
had some problems, too. Later, we got to 
talking about our problems often. That’s 
how it had all started. 

Then I couldn’t think anymore. I fell 
into a sick restless sleep. It all flashed 
through my mind. Quick, disconnected, 
confusing. Then I couldn’t think anymore. 


I fell into a sick, restless sleep. 


\ (77 HEN I AWOKE AGAIN my mind was 

clear enough for me to know there was 
something I had to do. Honestly, I don’t 
think I was driven so much by my date 
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with Larry as I was by an inner knowledge 
that there was something important I had 
to do, something I had to straighten out, 
something that had to be straightened out, 
something that demanded sound, sensible 
thinking and evaluation. I knew in my soul 
there was an answer to the whole ugly 
thing and I was driven to find it. I took a 
kin-tingling cold shower, combed and 
brushed my hair for a long, thoughtful half 
an hour, dressed and went into the kitchen 
to prepare dinner. 

There was something about the habits of 
my home that I couldn’t change. It was time 
to prepare dinner; so that is what I did. It 
yas simply the right thing to do, and despite 
11! that had happened the night before and 
the stark uncertainty of the future, prepar- 
ng dinner was just the thing I had to do. 

I glanced at the clock just before I put 
the rolls in the oven. It was a quarter of 
four. I set the table while the bread 
browned. At four o’clock Walter came in. 
he routine of our home was as much a 
habit with him as it was with me, and 
nothing could change that, not even what 
ad just happened. 

He washed his hands and took his place 
the table. There was an unearthly yet 
1t hostile silence between us. When I sat 
»wn he bowed his head to bless the table. 
“Thank you, Heavenly Father, for 
the food we are about to receive for 
the nourishment of our bodies. We are 
indeed thankful to enjoy so many 

earthly blessings bestowed upon us by 
Your son, Jesus Christ, who taught us 
forgiveness. We thank you both for 
this food which gives us the strength 
to live as well as the wisdom and the 
trength to forgive.” 
[t was not an unusual table blessing for 
ilter. He was a rouster just like the rest 
f our gang, but he had been reared in a 
od Christian home and he was the kind 
f man who still said his prayers before go- 
g to bed at night. At meals, he had al- 
vays added some kind of appropriate 
hought to the blessing. 

But this one, this prayer on this day, this 
prayer left my face flushed with the heat 
of embarrassment inside me. I could hardly 
raise my face, fearing I would have to meet 
Walter’s gaze. But when I did, he was not 
ing at me. He had already begun to 

rve his plate and was busily going about 

ting his dinner. 

[ leaned over and turned on the kitchen 
radio. It would help me avoid having to 
talk for I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t 
know what to do. When we had finished 
dinner, Walter lit a cigarette and leaned 
back in his chair. I knew he was going to 
talk. I couldn’t imagine what about. I 
shivered in my skin. 

“Saw Bert down at the drug store,” he 
said. “Sat around all this time shooting 
the breeze with him, He says he’ll be over 
on the first warm day to help me finish 
fixing the back fence.” 
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“Good,” I said shyly. It was all I could 
manage. I began scraping up the dishes. 
Walter went into the living room and 
turned on the record player. I turned off 
the kitchen radio and cleaned up the din- 
ner mess. I worked slowly. Walter ap- 
peared to be dozing in his big chair and 
the time seemed to fly. It was nearly six 
o’clock when I couldn’t find a living thing 
else to do in the kitchen. 

I tiptoed through the living room, went 
upstairs and began to dress. There was 
something inside me that made me feel 
that I had to go out to meet Larry. If any- 
body had asked me at the time I’m sare I 
would have told them it was love. I honest- 
ly believed it was love. There was such a 
difference between Larry and Walter. 

Larry was always so full of interesting 
conversation. He was sympathic when I 
complained about any little thing. He took 
my arm when we crossed the streets, 
opened doors for me, lit my cigarettes, 


_called me sweet, endearing names. Walter 


seemed grumpy most of the time. When I 
said I’d had a tough day, he only told me 
how tough his day was. He didn’t even 
open the car door for me any more. He was 
a good provider but he hadn’t given me the 
two things I wanted most: a child and 
affection. 

With these thoughts fresh in my mind, 
I went boldly about putting on lipstick as 
I dressed to go. 

“Going out to meet him, huh?” Walter 
demanded. He didn’t move as if to stop me. 
“I’m going out for a little air,” I lied. 

“Tt’s dark out there,” he said. 

“Well, since you’re going to probe,” the 
devil in me prompted, “I’ve got something 
I want to tell Larry and I may see him for 
a few minutes while I’m out.” 

“Uum huhh!” Walter mumbled. 

“Anything else you want to say,” I 
wheezed defiantly. I was getting some kind 
of exciting enjoyment out of doing a thing 
I knew he did not like. 

“No,” Walter said. 

“Well, like I told you this morning, you 
might as well understand that I love him.” 
It was a terrible thing to say, but I said it. 
“You can lock the door while I’m out. You 
can get a divorce. You can do anything you 
want to but that’s the way it is,” I went on. 
The way I was feeling. the way I had been 
feeling for weeks before Larry and I 
started seeing each other regularly, and all 
the time I had been seeing Larry, this 
seemed the only thing I could say to Wal- 
ter. I said it. 

“T wouldn’t worry about that, if I were 
you,” Walter mumbled, “I’m not going to 
lock you out.” 

“T’ve told you I love him,” I repeated. 

“You'll get over it, Walter said. He 
turned away from me. 


WALKED OUT of the door and went 
shamelessly off to meet Larry. Somehow 
I knew Walter wouldn’t follow me. He 





wasn’t the kind, not cold sober. Last night 
had been different. He was drinking and 
the whole thing must have been a shock 
to him. He hated scenes. He was a terribly 
embarrassed man right now, the kind who 
was more ashamed of his own behavior 
than he was of mine. 

As I walked down the street toward my 
meeting with Larry my mind was more on 
Walter than on my back street lover. | 
could not understand his calm, unruffled 
behavior. His repeated statement, “you'll 
get over it,” stuck in my brain and I could 
hear it over and over like the tune of a 
familiar song. The brisk air of early eve. 
ning was refreshing and head-clearing. | 
slowed down to a stroll and took several 
deep breaths. I was dawdling along aim. 
lessly, my mind almost a blank when I first 
caught sight of Larry leaning against a 
telephone pole in the dim light of the early 
evening. I stopped for a second to look at 
him. Soniething inside me did a quick flip, 
and then I walked on anxiously. 

“Hello, baby” Larry said when he recog. 
nized me in the twilight. “I was just stand- 
ing here trying to remember the sound of 
your voice.” He took my hand and 
squeezed it gently. His palm was soft and 
warm, so unlike Walter’s hard fist tough- 
ened by gripping a revolver as he practiced 
shooting to stay keen for his job as a 
private policeman. We _ began strolling 
along Pinewood Street. The night was 
crisp but comfortable. 

“Where are we going?” I asked. 

“Oh, no place in particular,” Larry said, 
“Let’s just walk a little. What did Walter 
have to say?” 

“He hasn’t really said anything,” I lied 
again. 

“You know I’ve asked Clara for a di- 
vorce,” Larry half mumbled. He was hold- 
ing my arm now, holding it tight like 
school kids headed for a bench in the park. 

“T know,” I said, “you told me you were 
going to.” There was a half a block silence. 
Larry didn’t seem to want to tell me what 
Clara had said, but I knew I had to know. 
Finally, I asked “Well, what did she say?” 

“Just about what you would expect of 
her,” Larry replied with sadness in his 
voice. “She piped up ‘sure you can have a 
divorce, I'll be glad to give you one—just 
as soon as Jigger is twenty-one years old.’ 
Can you imagine that?” 

“When he’s twenty-one,” I almost 
shouted. “Why he’s only three now!” 

“Yep. Three and a half,” Larry said 
laughing. “Ain’t that woman something?” 

Somehow I found merriment in Larry’s 
infectious laughter. I laughed too. It was 
hilariously ridiculous. 

“I guess Walter must be feeling the 
same way,” I began to spill the truth. “He 
said he won’t put me out, even after what 
happened last night—even after I sug- 
gested it to him.” 

“You did what?” Larry asked unbeliev- 
° ‘“ 9” 
ing. “You suggested that he put you out 
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“Yeah,” I said, “I told him he might as 
well understand that I love you and he 
could lock me out right now if he felt like 
it. Larry, he didn’t even blink an eye. He 
just sat there and told me ‘You'll get over 
it’ That’s all he said ‘You'll get over it!’ ” 

Larry stopped me in my tracks and 
looked deep into my eyes. Then he turned 
me and we started walking again. We 
strolled along in silence for two aimless 
blocks. 

“Where are we going?” I said again. It 
was beginning to seem a little silly to me to 
be wandering around in the streets. 

“I don’t guess there’s anywhere to go, is 
there?” Larry said. “We can’t go by How- 
ard’s place. He probably hasn’t gotten him- 
self together after last night yet. And we 
can’t go to any public place. There would 
be too much gossip.” 

We kept walking. The night air began to 
change and I suddenly felt chilled. I 
thought about Walter sitting home, warm 
and comfortable by the radio. He would 
probably be tuning in the quiz program we 
always listened to on evenings like this, I 
thought. We would try to guess the an- 
swers before the contestants did and we 
would be sitting side by side on the couch. 
I would get one and he would get one. We 
would kid each other and after a while we 
would be in each other’s arms. When the 
quiz program went off, Walter would 
stretch himself and go out and get a beer. 
While he was gone, I would switch the 
TV to the late evening soap opera. No, 
Walter wouldn’t bring me a beer when he 
came back from the kitchen. He would 
only have his own. I would tell him how 
thoughtless he was and he would sit down 
and give me a sip out of his glass. He 
would howl that there was a better West- 
ern on Channel 2, but he would look at the 
love story with me and then we would turn 
off the set and fumble around until bed- 
time. That was it, the old routine, week in 
and week out. It was hateful, I thought. 

Larry and I had just approached a street 
corner and a car turning into Pinewood 
Street caught us in the glare of its head- 
lights. I was shocked to suddenly find 
myself being pulled into the shadows, 
skulking into the darkness unless some- 
body in the car might recognize us. I had 
a fearful, ugly feeling, like a fugitive from 
justice. 

“Where are we going, Larry?” I shot at 
him testily. My repeated question seemed 
to startle him. 

“I told you, baby, there’s nowhere we 
can go. Is there? Can you think of any- 
where?” 

I began to wrack my brain. No, there 
wasn’t anywhere we could go. We couldn’t 
go to the home of any of my friends. We 
couldn’t go to the home of any of Larry’s 
friends. The friends we both had were 
friends of our mates. We couldn’t be seen 
publicly because everybody knew we were 


married but not to each other. The only 
place we might dare go would be to some 
hideaway, dimlit place—some dingy room- 
ing house where we would have to sneak 
furtively in and out of the back door. And 
what would we do in a place like that? I 
shuddered at the thought. 

“T guess there isn’t any place we can go, 
is there?” I said finally. We kept walking. 
“T guess there really isn’t any place we can 
go any kind of way, is there, Larry?” the 
thought spilled out of me. 

“Oh, I don’t know about all that now,” 
Larry protested. “They’re making it tough 
for us. Sure they are. They won’t let us be 
free. But we can go on just like before. We 
can keep seeing each other like this. We 
know what we want. We know how we feel 
about each other. We’ll just go on just like 
this.” 

The heel of my shoe turned on a bad 
place in the sidewalk. Larry caught me 
quickly and helped me get in step again. 
A mean little pain shot up my leg. I felt 
cold and uncomfortable and now my.ankle 
hurt. 

Was this any way to live? I asked myself. 

“T’ll work out something,” Larry broke 
into my thoughts. “I'll just leave her, that’s 
what I'll do. Nobody can keep me from do- 
ing what I want to do. I'll just leave her.” 

“Oh, please, now Larry, you couldn’t do 
that,” I protested. “How would Clara get 
along with a three-year-old and a baby still 
in the cradle. She couldn’t work. What 
would she do?” 

“That’s not my worry,” Larry said, an- 
grily. “I don’t love her any more and I 
want my freedom. I'll leave her, that’s 
what I’ll do and then, like I said, we can 
go on just like we’re doing now.” 


HERE WERE two things in what he 

said that horrified me. Larry had never 
said anything that upset me before. But he 
said he would leave Clara with two small 
children on her hands, his children; and 
he said we would go on like this sneaking 
around to meet each other on street cor- 
ners and wandering about with no place to 
go. I turned my face to look up into his, 
searching to see if what I was now thinking 
was really there. The light of a passing car 
lit up his handsome features for a brief 
second. There was defiance and arrogance 
and meanness in his eyes. He glanced at 
the car as it went by, peering to see if any- 
one inside recognized us. There was the 
furtiveness of a thief in his glance. Larry 
actually seemed to be enjoying the ugliness 
of our back street romance. He had no ap- 
parent thoughts about the responsibility he 
owed Clara’s two children which he had 
brought into the world. He only wanted his 
freedom, freedom to sneak around dark- 
ened side streets and kiss and fondle me in 
the dimness of a corner at a party. 

This man was a heel. He was no man 
worthy of a woman’s love. He was half a 
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making sounds like a man but acting 

ke a spoiled, overgrown boy. He was 

ilish, selfish and irresponsible. He 

ind pleasure in things that would sicken 

cent people. I kept looking at him closer 

closer. It was incredible how he began 
hange right before my eyes. 

Larry, I think I'll go home,” I said 

Getting cold, darling? Tired of walk- 
’ he said, running his hands over the 

ilders of my coat. 

Yes.” I said. “Getting cold and getting 

ttle sense too, I think. I believe I had 

go home.” 

Somehow, I don’t think I like the way 
said that.” Larry joked, hugging me 
for a second. “You sound like—.” 

[ interrupted him. “I’m afraid that’s the 
[ meant to sound. We aren’t going any- 
re, Larry. Clara won’t let you go and 
lter won’t let me go. We couldn’t make 
thing out of our lives even if we really 

int to. But you said a while ago that you 

ld be willing to walk off from Clara 
to satisfy your own feelings. Somehow 

now that isn’t right. How could you 

your children like that? Wouldn’t 
leave me just as cold when you got 

1 of me?” 
ugar, my goodness, you don’t believe 
do you? I didn’t mean it that way. It 
seemed the only way to get out of my 
tion. You didn’t say you would leave 

iter. I figure one of us has to do some 

ing. It will be easier. I could get a 

and then you could come to my 
irtment.” 

irry. please,” I screamed. “Don’t say 
hing more. You’re just making it 

[ couldn’t stay with Walter and 
ik out like this to see you—in the 

or anywhere. What would that make 

What would you be making out of 

How could you respect me, trust me?” 

)h, honey look—” Larry started trying 

eak in. 

Jo, no. I see it all now. It was all very 

nating while we were playing with the 

that we are in love, but we don’t real- 
ve each other. You couldn’t love me 
isk me to come out into the cold 
ets to nothingness with you, to sneak 
n apartment and carry on an affair 
ou. Our little party kisses and talks 
all right, Larry, until they came out 
he open. Then, we either had to do 


something about it or stop it. We plainly 
can’t do anything decent about it, and I 
won’t have it any other way.” 

“Oh, look, honey, you can’t just walk 
back into the house to Walter and leave me 
like this. Walter won’t—” 

I stopped him again. “I think he will,” I 
said. 

“Look, Cathy ... wait a minute,” Larry 
was saying as I walked briskly away. 
“Cathy, honey—,” I heard him say as I 
turned the corner into the light. 

My mind raced as swiftly as I walked as 
I made my way home. The whole thing had 
been so terribly silly. What had I been 
thinking about to get myself involved with 
a breed of man who would walk off and 
leave his wife and children for no better 
reason than that he began listening to the 
self-indulgent complaining of a woman 
who didn’t have her own child. If he got 
such a woman and gave her a child, 
wouldn’t he leave her the minute he met 
another unhappy female? What had I 
been thinking about to hurt Walter with 
my philandering and foul protestations of 
love for another man. Hadn’t Walter done 
everything in the world for me? Wasn’t 
he the same as every other good husband 
I knew—kind, faithful, understanding? 
Why did I want him to be all this and 
more besides—to accomplish the beginning 
of a new life as if he were God when I 
knew in my heart that mankind has no 
control over such things? 

I quickened my pace and the sight of 
home came in view. 

“God, please make me clean and decent 
again,” I prayed under my breath. “Make 
my husband a man big enough to under- 
stand my mistake and forgive me, make 
him still be the big man I knew he was 
when I married him.” 

I walked in the door just as one of the 
contestants on the quiz program gave a 
funny answer. The studio audience howled 
with laughter, and Walter was laughing 
too. It startled me to see him laugh so 
easily when our lives were on the brink of 
disaster. 

“Back?” he said, the laugh still in him, 
as he glanced over his shoulder at me. 

“Um huh,” I replied. 

The program ended and the announcer 
said the cowboy play was coming on. Wal- 
ter got up to go out and get his usual beer. 


1100 CCU CEE ECOURANT AU A HAHAH 


Ma ybe I had been wrong 
all these years and 

my sister had been right. 
Maybe money and a fine 
home and nice clothes 
were really the things 

! should have married 
for instead of love 
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I took my coat off, sat down and switched 
the program. 

““Where’s mine,” I said when he cam 
back with his beer. “You’re so thoughtless, 
You could have brought me one, too.” 

“You can have a sip,” Walter said, 
tending the glass toward my lips. “Look, 
wanted to see that Western!” 

“Oh, you know you always enjoy thi 
play as much as I do,” I bantered, testiy 
his reactions. 

“A man can’t even see the programs | 
wants to around here,” Walter moaned ag 
he slid down on the couch beside me. 
was the same thing he had always sai¢ 

“Give me another sip of beer,” I said 
“Beer for one is like onions for one. It’s x 
good.” j 

Walter handed me the glass without ta 
ing his eyes off the TV set. 

“You get over it?” he said. , 

I jammed my head between his shouk 
der and the back of the couch and a flog 
of tears streamed out of me. When I co 
control myself again, Walter had his stror 
arm securely around my shoulders. 

“T don’t feel like watching this show t 
night,” I whimpered. “I’m tired. Let’s go te 


bed early tonight.” I felt like a child wh 
knew she deserved a whipping. 
Walter got up and flipped off the TV set, 
“Feel like going to bed early tonight m 
THE END 


self,” he said. 





Summer Taste-Tempters 
(Continued from Page 46) 


Crispy Pizzas 

In a small bowl combine 1 6-0z. can of 
tomato paste, Yg tsp. powdered garlic, ¥% 
tsps. oregano and 2 tbsp. chopped, stuffed 
olives. Mash 1 334-0z. can boneless and 
skinless sardines, and add to mixture. Stir” 
to blend. Arrange 30 saltine crackers ona 
baking sheet and brush each lightly with 
olive oil. Top each with 1 tsp. sardine mix 
ture. Flatten the mixture with the back of 
the spoon. Sprinkle each with Parmesan” 
cheese and drizzle olive oil on top. Broil” 
5 inches from heat for 1 or 2 minutes or® 
until cheese and crackers are lightly 
browned. Makes enough servings, (fwe 
each) for six people. 


Crab and Cheese Soufflé 

Mix 1 to 2 cups crab meat with Y cup 
finely chopped celery, 1 tbsp. chopped pars — 
ley, 1 tbsp. chopped pimiento, 14 cup finely 
chopped onion, 1 tbsp. lime or lemon juice, 
14 cup mayonnaise, 1 tsp. prepared mus-~ 
tard and 14 tsp. salt. Arrange bottom of 
buttered casserole with 3 or 4 slices white 
bread, and cover with crab mixture. Place 
6 slices American cheese over top. Beat 
2 eggs, add 34 cup milk and % cup white 
table wine with 1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce. 
Pour into casserole. Cover and bake in@ 
moderately slow oven (325° F.), for 45-50 
minutes. Remove cover at last 10 minutes, 
if necessary, to brown top. Serve at once. 
Makes 6 servings. 








